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The ICON Promotional Society presents 



Special costuming event this year 


Jason Dohring 

Josef Konstantin - Moonlight 

Jim Butcher 

Dresden Files ^ 

Tanya Huff f 

Blood Ties ^ V 

Kelley ARmsTRONG . „ 

Persona! Demon ^wiStR0\f’ 


Featuring panels on vampire inspired topics, displays of costumes 

and props, plus the Victorian Vampire Reception on Friday evening. 



Also appearing 
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Returning for a second year, ICON presents the 
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Rachel 

Luhrell 


CONSTELLATION AWARDS 


Moke your vote count, visit: consteliations.tcon.ca 


Teyta Emmagan 
Storgote Atlantis 


Georgia George Lass 
Dead Like Me 
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The pioneering martiai arts masters who influenced 
everyone from Bruce Lee to Jet Li now bring their^ 
no-holds-barred style to America. Prepare for the 
, most outrageous movies on the planet, packed w/ith 
blistering action that leaves its competitors in the dust! 


www.image-dntertainment.com || I |t 

Art and Design ©2008 Image Entertainment, Inc. All Rights Reserved. 


Kiss OF Death 






“Oh my Eod. I haven’t seen that much hlnnd 
spurt with that much veincity since... f 
i dnn’t know, early Peter Jackson." 

■Ooug Jones, Los Angeles Film Festival 

“...this fllm is easily one of the most 1 / ' 
entertaining pictures I have seen this year.” • . 

. 1 

- Albert Lanier, Ain’t it Cnni News 


'Machine Eirl Is The Psychotic Blnedy Revenge 
Movie Tarantino WISHES He Could Make.” 

- VH1 Best Week Ever.tv 
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UNDERAGE RAGE IN )APAN 16 NOTE FROM UNDERGROUND 6 

The term "young offender” has never carried as much weight tattoos. 


as it does in Japan, a nation plagued by teenage violence and POST-MORTEM 7 

suicides. For genre filmmakers, though, the phenomenon has Letters from fans, readers and weirdos. 

also led to some of the country’s most outrageous, if DREADLINES 8 

stwiningly cruel and bloody, cultfdme. Rue Morgue examines MghUghls. I, error happenings. 

the cycle of Japanese youth violence movies with a panel of 

experts including director Sion Sono, Asian cinema authority THE CORONERS REPORT 12 
Tom Mes and Japanese film scholar Jay McRoy. Plus: A look morbid facts. 

\ at the country’s new and upcoming youth violence movies. NEEDFUL THINGS 14 

by Dave Alexander and Jovanka Vuckovic Strange trinkets from our bazaar of the bizarre. 



THE BLOODSTAINED BURKA 24 

' Omar AH Khan ’s Hell ’s Ground - a unprecedented mix of 
American horror and Lollywood cinema - issues a killer 
challenge to Pakistan 's film industiy. 

■ ' Plus: The Wild Side of World Cinema, and more! 
by Paul Corupe and Sean Plummer 


A FEAST OF DEVIANCE 30 

The short-lived Decadent Movement of the Iate-I800s 
attacked Victorian sensibilities with equal parts nihilism and 
grotesque imagery. Rue Morgue investigates one of horror 
literature’s least known subgenres. 

Plus: A Selected Bibliography of Decadent Literature. 
by Richard Gavin 


SING A SONG OF SAVAGERY 34 

Darren Bousman has left the Saw franchise for gothier 
pastures with Repo! The Genetic Opera, a bizarre futuristic 
fairy tale musical featuring everything from gory otgan 
repossession to Paris Hilton. Now all he has to do is get it 
into theatres. 
by Sean Plummer 


CINEMACABRE 36 

The latest films, the newest DVDs and reissues. 

BOWEN'S BASEMENT 48 
Spotlight: Carrie. 

BLOOD IN FOUR COLOURS 50 

The horror comic book gospel. 

THE NINTH CIRCLE 53 

Spotlight: Borderlands Press. 

TRAVELOGUE OF TERROR 58 
Iceland's Ghost Centre. 



THE GORE-MET 60 

Menu: Video underground. 

AUDIO DROME 63 
Spotlight: Those Poor Bastards. 

PLAY DEAD 66 

New and upcoming games. 

CLASSIC CUT 70 

W. fV. Jacobs ' The Monkey 's Paw. 







hy would a prclty lady like you want to cover yourself with monsters and horrible 
images?’’ the curious observer has often asked about my lalloos. Those of you who are 
also among the permanently marked can relate to this question. Even though in recent 
years it's become more acceptable than ever to be tattooed (thanks in part to the popular- 


ity of tattoo-themed television), some people just can’t understand w'hy we want to forever alter our bod- 
ies with dark images. It appears they can understand the reasoning behind memorial or uplifting symbol- 
ic pieces, but not horror, not the grotesque. 

It’s simple, really. Hoiror fans arc a dedicated bunch. We attend festivals, conventions and zombie 
walks. We read horror books, play horror video games, listen to horror music, wear horror clothing and 
buy horror-inspired art. In fact, the mere existence of this magazine is evidence that many of us are much 
more than fans - we lire the geru-e. we collect things that give meaning to our obsession and. perhaps more 
than any other type of fan. we get tattooed - tire ultimate way of celebrating that which we adore. A casu- 
al survey of tattoo collectors at genre events yields predictable returns: the Universal monsters, images 
from the Expressionist silents, zombies, portraits of hon or icons (both deceased and those who still walk 
among us) and H.R. Giger artwork - by far the most popular, natch, they’re the bedrock of the genre. 

My own rather extensive collection includes portraits of the right honourable Vincent Price (from The- 
atre oj Blood). Lon Chancy {Loudon .After Midnight), Boris KarlofT {Frankenstein), Elsa Lanchestcr 
{Bride of Frankenstein), Christopher Lee {Taste the Blood of Drcicula), Max Schreck (as Count Graf 
Orlock. Nosferatu, 1 922). Andy Brooks (Bob Clark's Deathdreain), H.P. Lovecrafl. Edgar Allan Poe. two 
images from Guillenno del Toro's films (Santi from The Devil's Backbone and The Pale Man from Pan's 
Labyrinth), a zombie, a hanya. a crawling eye. a tentacled. toothy venus fly trap, a flaming jack-o'-lantem 
(in tribute to Washington Irving’s Sleepy Hollow), the number thirteen and a flaming skull. I even have 
my wrists tattooed with gashes and staples (also in tribute to Karloff, who. incidentally. I share a birthday 
with) and the words PURE EVIL tattooed on my knuckles. I also have a Blade Runner sleeve on my left 
arm in tribute to my all-time favourite film (sci-fi. not horror. I know). And that's just for starters. 

By getting a horror tattoo, fans become members of a somewhat private sect that treats the genre almost 
as if it were a religion. We stop each other on the street, in colTee shops and at various events and share 
our tattoos, showing our solidarity as horror fans in doing so. For people who grew up as outcasts and mis- 
fits (I’ve noticed many of us genre junkies have that life experience in common), there is a sense of 
belonging involved in this exchange: “I've got a Man Who Laughs, check him out!” “I’ve got John Bar- 
rymore as Hyde!” “Oh man, you gona see my Lon Chancy... ." Sleeves are rolled up. collars are stretched, 
shoes are discarded, pants are dropped. I can’t say there’s any other unofficial club I belong to that unites 
strangers so quickly and so powerfully than that of the horror tattoo collector. 

There is also a deeper connection, 1 think, between tattoos and horror. Both were once outlaw cultures, 
barely respected as art forms. In that way. they seemingly go hand-in-hand. Of course, both have now 
entered the mainstream. To serious long-time collectors that's both a good thing and a bad thing. We’re 
thrilled it’s no longer a pain in the ass to get through customs at the airport and fewer members of so-called 
respectable society shy away from us on the streetcar, but at the same time we long for the days when botli 
horror and tattoos were uniquely our own. In other words, we take pride in lime spent as misunderstood 
monsters and don’t want just anyone (especially those who once picked on us for being ‘’weird'’) to be 
part of the club. 

The way I sec it. my body is like a hot rod 1 can customize to my own specifications. In a way it’s a 
statement, but not in the rebellious teenage sense. Rather, it's a testament to my devotion to the genre as 
well as the art of tattoo. I love both more than anything I’ve ever loved, and it’s a thrill they can commune 
so easily in my skin. The many hours of protracted pain is a price I’m willing to pay to, effectively, pul 
my insides on my outsides. In other words. I literally wear my horror-loving heart on my sleeves. To me. 
those grotesque images are beautiful, a joy to look at and a joy to wear. Like any other meaningful tattoo. 
I'm proud of them, what they represent and how they’ve transfoimed me. 

Finally, like they've done all my life, my beloved monsters will keep me company in the cold embrace 
the grave. And that, curious obserc'er, is why a pretty lady like me would want to cover herself with mon- 
sters and horrible images. 
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IN THE REVIEW for Wrexllemaniac 
{RM#78) Joseph O'Brien calls wrestling a sport 
for guys in taicker caps and Nascar shirts lis- 
tening to Toby Rcith. I feel as both a wrestling 
and horror fan I should set Mr. O’Brien straight. 

1 do not like Nascar or country music. I watch 
Argento films and listen to The Misfits. I do 
not, however, like to read allegations of homo- 
sexuality in a review because I like wrestling. 
What Mr. O’Brien needs to realize is wrestling 
is not what it once was and not to judge what he 
doesn’t know a damn thing about. 1 thought this 
was a magazine that encouraged individuality 
and being different but I see T was wrong. Just 
like everything else, you draw lines of what’s 
cool and what’s not, pointing fingers at one 
niche while defending your own. Remember 
don’t throw stones if you live in a glass house. 

.John McLemore — Knoxville, Tennessee 

I ONLY DISCOVERED your mag early 
last year — don’t know why I took so long to 
find it. It’s fucking awesome, though, much 
better than all the shitty US and boring UK 
mags! 1 love all the articles - every damn one 
of them! I’ve been stuck in the hospital for the 
last twelve months with cancer of the mouth 
and neck so things get really fucking boring for 
me. At least I gel my own room so 1 get to 
watch what 1 want! Just ordered Inside from 
Dimension Extreme - let's hope the nurses 
enjoy it as much as I will! So keep up the good 
fucking work all you guys, and love the black 
metal! 

.Matt Chapman - United Kingdom 

RMif77 REALLY WAS the perfect issue. I 
especially loved the Vampira article and was 
pleased to sec major pages thrown to the cover 
feature as this has been lacking in the past. As 
well as the nine pages encompassing a four- 
prong Maila Nurmi retrospective, there were 
even further references to Vampira in the Trav- 
elogue of Terror and Note from Underground. 
Well done. I have a feeling everyone that had a 
hand in this Vampira extravaganza is pretty 
proud of how it turned out. The great opening 
full-page splash of my favourite horror host on 
page sixteen alone paid for the mag. On that 
topic, please put as many full-page pics, espe- 
cially around the lead feature as possible; the 


small shots look amateurish and, with page 
counts over 70, you have the room. 

Mike Egan — address withheld 

AFTER READING Jovanka’s terrific intro 
in RM#77, detailing her trip to Maila Nurmi's 
fiineral, I glanced over at the list of contributors 
and was surprised to see Bill Moseley’s name 
popping up among the usual suspects. Intrigued, 
I flipped through the various articles to sec 
where his byline would appear and smiled 
broadly to see his mug. familiar from so many 
horror con appearances, staring back at me from 
the Travelogue of Terror on page 66. In covering 
the Hollywood Forever cemetery, Moseley 
strikes just the right balance between intrepid 
reporter and authentic cinephile. all while con- 
veying the wicked and snappy sense of black 
humour which has made him a fan favourite for 
years. If Bill ever decides to quit his day job 
{heaven forbid!), he could certainly find 
employment as a full-time horror correspondent. 
Nicely done, good sir. You’re a class act. 

Aaron “Dr. AC” Christensen 
— Chicago, Illinois 


I'M A SUBSCRIBER. Really gettin’ sick 
of the pro-Satan worshipping subtext. I like 
horror. I like monster movies... but can you 
please STOP promoting Satanism? It’s a real 
tum-off 

Mancow - address withheld 

WHY IS THE GORE-MET'S COL- 
UMN so far in the back? It’s the first thing 1 
read and, generally, covers the first films I go 
hunting for. Each issue I get provides this hor- 
ror fan of twenty years with a long list of for- 
gotten and passed-over gems to check out. I 
love it and I love the respect and serious jour- 
nalism you bring to the genre. 1 haven’t missed 
an issue since RM#2(). and I want to thank 
Audra for allowing me to “back issue’’ my 
recent re-subscription for the two I had missed 
during my absence. Keep up the great work. 
P.S. I really dig the new Bowen’s Basement col- 
umn and can’t even fathom what that fan wrote 
(in i?M#77, 1 believe) about his work. The 
Green Slime pretentious? You need a dictionary, 
friend. 

Matt Eichner- Iowa City, Iowa 


I SPOTTED A MISTAKE regarding the 
Hitchcock film Dial M For Murder in the latest 
Coroner’s Report. The report states that the film 
was never released in the 3-D formal. This is 
untrue. 1 don’t know about its release in the 
’50s. but Dial M was re-released in the '80s in 
the 3-D format. I saw it back then. 3-D was 
making a comeback in the ’80s with films like 
Jaws 3-D and Friday the 13th Pari 3. so they 
dug up Hitch’s film to cash in on the trend. 

Charles T. Wixom - Michigan, USA 

YOU GUYS DO an outstanding Job when 
it comes to covering Italian horror. From inter- 
viewing actors to the music to the FX, you have 
done it all. But there is one area of the Italian 
horror genre that has not been covered at all. 
That is the English dubbers for the films. I think 
it would be intriguing to find out their experi- 
ences with dubbing films like Suspiria or Night- 
mare City. Most notably. I’m sure everyone, 
including myself, would like to know all about 
the English dubber for Giovanni Frezza in 
Fulci’s House by the Cemeteiy. 

Richard Carron - address withheld 


DOES RUE MORGUE HAVE a fan 
club/street team? I noticed that you always have 
contests and great offering.s for subscribers 
(especially those horrifically luscious welcome 
packs). If you do have a fan club, how would 
one join? If not, have you considered it? It 
would be a great way to connect directly with 
folks who follow the publication religiously - 
and it would be a definite audience for all those 
wicked contests you have. I was Just w'onder- 
ing. 

Melissa .A. Swenka - address withheld 

No. we don 't. but we are planning on creat- 
ing one called Rue Morgue Disciples. Ed. 


L Weencoirage readers to send their comments via - 
k mail or e mail. Letters may be edited for length and/or 
r content Please send to info@rue-morgue.com k; 

POST MORTEM 

C/0 RUE MORGUE MAGAZINE 
292G DUNDAS STREET WEST 
TORONTO. ONTARIO M6P 1YS CANADA 
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New horror anthology coming to French television 



Following Masters of Horror's resurrection 
of the TV anthology fonnat. France embarks 
on its own series, utilizing genre talent from 
around the world. Terror Project 5 is a 
Frcnch-language anthology of six short zom- 
bie-themed films from six different directors 
hailing from France. Belgium. Switzerland 
and Quebec. Canada. 

"The scries is comprised of six distinct sto- 
ries that go surfing on eveiy subgenre: horror, 
gore, trash, black comedy, science fiction and 
terror.” explains co-producer Michael 
Abbatc, adding, “In each of them, there’s 
some comedy.” 

Episodes include "Loric the Bacteria Slay- 
er” (directed by Frangois Siniard, Quebec) 
about a strange virus that eats its victims from 
the inside; “Chers Specialty” (Gregory 
Sacre, France), in which a man shackled 
inside a cold storage locker discovers that 
he’s that evening’s main course; “Dead 
Alive” (Julio Mendez, Switzerland) about a 
young woman who returns from the grave; 
“The Dead Pussy” (Fred Cambon, France) 
which follows a group of women who seek 
the protection of hunters when society 
descends into zombie chaos; and 
“Survivor(s)” (Vincent Lecrocq, France), a 
zombie spin on The Running Man^ where an 
ultra-conservative future government uses 
prisoners as guinea pigs in a game show that 
turns them into zombies. 

Abbate came up with the idea for the pro- 
gram after meeting the series' co-producer. 
Colin Vetticr. on an online message board. 

“Michael and 1 were posting on the same 
forum.” explains Vettier, who also directed 
the episode “Them." about the spread of an 
apocalypse-causing STD. “We started fanta- 
sizing about a story of a zombie on an island. 


We thought about doing Lost with zom- 
bies, [and] from there we decided it'd 
be awesome to do a TV show.” 

The project’s over-thc-top tone was 
strongly influenced by Vettier’s training 
under Lloyd Kaufman at Troma Enter- 
tainment. Kaufman introduced Abbate 
and Vettier to the work of Simard, who 
made the low-budget, gore-drenched 
short Le Bagman - Profession: Mewtri- 
er (a.k.a. Bagman - Profession: Mur- 
derer. RMii63). Simard’s episode 
embraces the same splatter-comedy 
sensibilities as his short film, and even 
features a guest appearance by Kauf- 
man himself. The anthology will feature 
other guest stars, as well: Alysson Par- 
adis (Inside) appears in Lecrocq's seg- 
ment. 

“She likes horror movies,” says 
Abbatc. of what attracted Paradis to the 
project. “Bloodbath scenes, splatter, 
you name it. I contacted Alysson in 
2007 to propose a role in another 
episode of the scries. [But] when Vincent 
Lecrocq and I wrote the script for ’Sur- 
vivor(s)’ wc asked her to play [the protago- 
nist] Halia, a captive of the French state. In 
our story, foreigners do not have the right to 
have a child in our country, and she was preg- 
nant. It’s also a reference to Inside. When she 
read this script, she was really excited to take 
it.” 

The producers also got assistance and 
advice from Xavier Gens {Frontier(s), Hit- 
man) and Fabiice Du Welz (Calvaire). who 
Vettier and Abbatc call the “godfathers” of 
the project, 

“1 contacted Xavier before wc had even 
heard of Frontier(s)T Abbate recalls. “He 


was filming it at the time. I wanted him to 
direct one of the episodes. I emailed him, and 
he immediately phoned me back, asking 
when he could do it! Unfortunately, his life 
was taken over by the post-production of 
Frontier(s). and then Hitman. Still, he 
encourages us, and follows the production of 
the episodes.” 

Currently, Terror Project 6 is being 
screened at festivals, and while official televi- 
sion air dates are unconfirmed, a DVD 
release of the scries is slated for summer 
2009. 

For more information, visit lerrorpro- 
ject6.com. 

Jason Lapeyre 
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MonstcrpocaJypsc - a new style of 
game for horror fans 





Privateer Press, creator of the popular 
scries of fantasy-based, miniature strategic 
combat games Wannaebine and Hordes, is 
launching a new style of collectible minia- 
ture game (CMC) aimed at horror fans. 
Moiisterpocalvpse will allow players to con- 
trol giant monsters and robots to battle each 
other and annihilate entire cities through the 
use ofa game board, miniature figures and a 
handful of dice. 

Players will begin each game by con- 
structing a city out of a number of fully 
destiaictibic buildings, which they place on a 
gaming map that represents an urban land- 
scape. They can then assemble an attack 
force from an assortment of over 80 pre- 
painted plastic figures. These game pieces 
include Godzilla-like reptiles named Ter- 
rasaurs. lentacled Cthuihu-likc monsters, 
giant robots and well-equipped militai^ 
vehicles. There arc also smaller "units’’ rep- 
resenting the civil defense force, in the fonn 
of battle tanks, flying saucers and other 
vehicles often seen in kaiju films. Players 
may either use their forces to protect the 
cities and save humanity (which will enable 
them to gain powerful resources) or choose 
to destroy everything in sight. Gamers arc 
encouraged to play out their kaiju fantasies 
through violent combat, with particular 
emphasis on utilizing the game’s playing 
surface. 

"Slamming the enemy monster into an 
office building puts a whole lot more hurt on 
it.” explains Moiisterpocalvpse creative 
director Matt Wilson. "As well, some build- 
ings will leave behind hazards that can be 
dangerous or strategically advantageous to 
units and monsters. For example, a nuclear 
power plant will leave behind a radiated 
zone, which is a desirable place to suplex 
your opponent into. The last monster to sur- 
vive the onslaught is declared the winner.” 

In order to take full advantage of these 
destructible 3-D urban environments. Priva- 
teer Press has devised a brand new gaming 
system for Mumterpvcalyse, one it hopes 
will set the game apart from its previous 
releases and other hoiTOr CMGs such as 
IlorrorClix. Essentially, players will now be 


able to utilize a greater number of figures 
during the course of the game, and each 
monster has the ability to change its shape 
and size during battle after accumulating 
enough power. In its “hyper-form,” a mon- 
ster is able to unlock new powerful combat 
abilities that can make it an incredibly dead- 
ly force. 

"The mechanics are not complex.” says 
Wilson, “but allow for deep strategy and 
exciting tactical opportunities, particularly 
in the way ditferent figures will [combine] 
w'ith each other depending on how you com- 
pose your force.” 

Perhaps the most suqrrising aspect of 
Monslerpocalypse, however, is the compa- 
ny’s decision to move away from fantasy- 
based game systems that utilize unpainted 
metal figures to one that uses pre-painted 
plastic figures. It was a sharp change in 
direction for Privateer Press, whose fan base 
is admittedly wary about the move. 


But Wilson defends the decision, saying 
that it was made in part to reach the horror 
crowd. “Knowing that our hobby players 
were by and large uninterested in collectible 
games, it was a clear choice to create a col- 
lectible game so that we could reach a com- 
pletely new audience.” 

Privateer Press has also planned a Mon- 
slerpocalypse comic book series that will be 
released a few weeks ahead of the game’s 
fall 2008 launch. The series will provide an 
overview of Monsterpocalvpse's world as it 
tells the story of the crew of a giant robot 
that must protect the Earth from a horde of 
humungous monsters. 

"Monslerpocalypse actually has a little 
something for everyone," Wilson enthusias- 
tically notes. “It's a little lioiTor, a little sci- 
fi. a lot of kaiju and a whole lot of fun.” 

For more information go to monsterpoca- 
lypsegame.com. 

Last Chance Lance 
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TroJJ 2 idius to gather for the Nilbog Invasion 


Troll 2 featuring bad masks aplenty. 


Through social networking sites, such as 
MySpace, fans started sharing their love for 
the film. 

“Within the last year and half. Troll 2 has 
finally started to reach a critical mass,” says 
Stephenson. “Fans from all over the world 
are coming together to proclaim their love for 
one of the worst movies ever made. Troll 2 is 
spreading like an infectious disease.” 

The screening of the film is just the tip of 
the iceberg in terms of the events planned for 
the Nilbog Invasion. Related activities 
include panel appearances from those 
involved in the movie, a costume competi- 
tion, a “dance and eat” party, a short film- 
making competition and, as Carlson notes, a 
“probably illegal” inolotov cocktail toss. 
(“The emphasis is on the screenings, panels 
and illegal firc-play.” he jokes.) 

The fact that the film's cast and crew are 
enthusiastic about revisiting such a “bad" 
movie may be the most unusual aspect of the 
Nilbog Invasion. When asked why so many 
of them arc willing to celebrate the film. 
Stephenson gets philosophical. 

‘Tve talked with fans throughout the world 
who strongly believe that Troll 2 is far from a 
failure. It's my belief that the worst thing a 
film can do is fail to entertain ... and Troll 2 
certainly does not fail to entertain. Is Troll 2 
really that bad? Or is Troll 2. as some would 
claim, a misunderstood masterpiece that 
never fails to entertain ...a work of genim'T" 

For up-to-date information on the Nilbog 
Invasion and Troll 2 in general, go to best- 
worstmovie.com. 

Dan Kazor 


tale-of-taies.com/TheGraveyard/index.html 

The Graveyard is a very non-tradltional video game 
that’s had an unprecedented amount of media atten- 
tion for something so inherently simple. In short, you 
are an old woman who wanders around a cemetery, 
where you can sit on a bench and listen to some 
music. Though exploration is the only goal here, the 
complete version (which can be purchased for $5) 
adds the possibility of grandma’s sudden death. 


jasondaquino.com 

^ Artist Jason D'Aquino has a new website and a solo 
art show at the Fuse Gallery in NYC this month. So 
why not drop by and ogle the obsessively detailed 
'' miniature drawings he creates on matchbooks, found 
objects and other vintage materials. Brimming with 
entrails, skeletons and a vision that’s equal parts ^ 
innocent and sinister, there’s plenty of new works on 
display here. 

vestaldesign.com/biog/2005/07/diy-ikea- 

coffin.html 

As the economy continues to slow, even vampires 
need to do things on the cheap. Those frugal-minded - 
sorts of bloodsuckers will no doubt appreciate the 
' ingenuity of artist Joe Scanlan's DIY IKEA Coffin (con- 
skucted from the assemble-at-home parts of an IKEA 
^ bookcase). Build your own burial box today - 
makeshift shower curtain cape not included. 

bloodlinesofsalem.org 

If you study the Salem Witch Trials of 1 692, you might , 
be referred to as a “Salemtologist,” which is exactly 
what the folks behind Bloodlines of Salem are. This : 
website aims to be the definitive online information 
source regarding the history, trials and family lineage ' 
of those involved. Highly recommended for all morbid 
history buffs. 


siiSiT’nJCfjucMafyroftJiv, 

f^Ue OFFICIAL 

MESSAGE eOAf^D AT 
MMW.qUE'MaqGUE.COMAFOqUMS 


In 1990, Troll 2 was just another inept 
low-budget horror movie, but nearly two 
decades later it’s being celebrated by cult 
cineastes through revival .screenings across 
North America, including the largest to 
date: this month’s Nilbog Invasion lestival. 

“Nilbog Invasion is not only the ultimate 
off-thc-rails interactive Troll 2 fan event, 
but a gargantuan movics/filmmaking/eat- 
ing/ mayhem-fuelled celebration of inept 
horror filmmaking throughout the uni- 
verse!” says festival organizer Zack Carl- 
son. 

Co-prcscntcd by the T2 website Best 
Worst Movie and the famed Alamo Draft- 
house’s Alamo Rolling Roadshow, the Nil- 
bog Invasion (named after the fictional 
town in the film - that’s “goblin” spelled 
backwards), is a three-day celebration 
(June 27 to 29) of all things Troll 2. It will 
feature every major cast member and the 
film’s writer and director, Claudio Fragas- 
so. Morgan, Utah -- Nilbog’s real-life coun- 
terpart. just outside Salt Lake City - is 
hosting the fest. 

Why exactly has this film - once at the 
very bottom of the IMDb bottom 100 - 
made such a comeback? The film’s child 
star Michael Stephenson, now 30 and near- 
ly finished a documentary about the phe- 
nomenon called Be.^t Worst Movie, explains 
the appeal of Troll 2: “Visualize a non-Eng- 
lish-speaking Italian production crew arriv- 
ing in small-town Utah to film a horror 
movie with first-time American ‘actors.’ 
Next, imagine a plot about evil vegetarian 
goblins attempting to transform a young 
boy’s family into edible house plants. Now, 
throw in a com-on-the-cob sex scene and 
pudgy, potato sack-clad little people wear- 
ing ultra-cheap masks. Finally, take away 
all irony, add a heaping poftion of heart, 
sincerity and earnestness, and you have 
Troll 2.” 

After its unceremonious release directly 
to video, the movie became a mainstay on 
pay cable channels such as HBO and Cine- 
max. Over the years, it gained notoriety 
through private and underground screen- 
ings. When it was released on DVD in 
2003. the phenomenon gained momentum. 
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+ A Spanish man recently tried to evade capture after breaking into a funeral home in 
Madrid by pretending to be one of the corpses. Police, however, were not fooled. The fact 
that he was wearing street clothes and breathing gave him away. 

+ Pel Semataiy was the first screenplay that author Stephen King adapted from his own 
work. The movie itself remains banned in several countries, including Gennany and 
Malaysia. 


5. Re-Animator 

Dr. Hill’s head gives head 


6. Blade 2 

Let sleeping vampires lie 


+ In April 2008, two sisters, who live at different houses in Greenville, South Carolina, 
both discovered bags containing a severed hutnan hand and foot on their respective 
doorsteps, on the same days. 

+ Paul W.S. Anderson turned down an opportunity to direct X-Men in order to helm 
Ey/ent Horizon. After making the teen-friendly Mortal Kombat he really wanted to make 
an R-rated picture. 


+ A Maryland man recently stumbled across an enormous pile of bones while hiking 
through some woods in Frederick County. Authorities have determined that the bone pile 
’ consisted of the skeletal remains of no less than 70 dogs and two cats. 


+ In the 1800s a dentist named Battista Orsenigo kept all of the teeth he removed from 
his patients. By the time he died he was in possession of more than two million humati 
teeth. 


+ Director Tim Burton began making short films with a Super 8 camera when he was 
thirteen years old, and by his third short (about a caveman) had already begun experi- 
menting with stop-motion animation. 


+ In the Middle Ages, watermen would ferry paying passengers from one side of the 
River Thames to the other, and sometimes to destinations either upstream or downstream. 
They also earned money by collecting corpses they found in the waterway and deliver- 
ing them to the authorities. If a body was taken to the south side of the river, the payment 
was a shilling, however, taking a corpse to the north side was only worth six pence. 


+ Writing under the pseudonym Carl Dreadstone, celebrated horror scribe Ramsey 
Campbell has penned novelizations of The Wolfman. The Bride of Frankenstein and 
Dracula s Daughter. 




Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 
Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 
Send it through to info@rue-mofgue.com. 


If0lrd ftats 
rbid Facts 


+ Mary Shelley’s father, William Godwin, was also a writer; he penned a three-volume 
novel tilled Things as They Are or The Adventures of Caleb Williams, a thriller which is 
considered by many to be one of the first mystery novels. 


+ The Tower of London still includes ravens among its residents, as an old superstition 
suggests that should the birds depart, Britain’s monarchy will collapse. 


+ In Thomas Edison’s 1910 silent film Franken.stein, the monster is created in an oven. 


+ A Charles Town, West Virginia woman made a grisly discovery while cleaning out her 
late mother’s home; the dead body of another woman, wrapped in plastic and blankets, 
and hidden in a bedroom closet. 


1 . 

2 . 

3. 


Anatomy 

Conscious but carved 
Aftermath 

Cold cavity copulation 

Ebola Virus 
Infected flesh face-peel 

Day of the Dead 
Disgorged zombie guts 
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INSECT UB 

$250-$1000 

Seemingly inspired by Guillermo del Toro’s Cronos, Mike Libby brings together the intricacy of 
clockwork and the fragility of insect bodies in these tiny, delicate sculptures made from real (albeit 
dead) insects and arachnids. Each biomechanical critter can be displayed in either a black shad- 
ow box or classic bell jar, and is signed by the artist. 

Viddy these clockwork buggywugs, o’ my brothers, at insectlahstudio.com. 


ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN 
TATTOO FLASH 

S50 

Electric Frankenstein’s punk rock has long gone 
hand-in-claw with the monster-themed artwork 
that graces their albums, so an EF book of tattoo 
flash featuring the likes of Art Chantry, Dirty Donny 
and Eric Pigors makes sense. There are over 30 
designs on 24 pages, and each copy of this limited 
run is signed and numbered. 

Make your skin scary at 
electricfrankenstein.com. 


COFFIN BATH MAT 

$13.99 

Bashing your brains out on the toilet seat after slipping on the soap is a daft way to pass 
on, and also means that everyone will be secretly giggling at your funeral. Grab a good- 
looking coffin-shaped bath mat and protect yourself from the indignity of a siapstick 
deatir. 

Bathe in the darkness at hollywoodmirror.com. 


SPIDERWALK REGAN 

$14.99 

T'is an excellent day for an exorcism with this sculp- 
ture of the famous “spider walk" scene from the direc- 
tor’s cut of The Exorcist. The young Miss MacNeil comes 
with multiple moveable joints, including her neck, so if 
this one doesn't make your head spin, we don’t know 
what will. 

Possess Regan at necaonlme.com. 
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Education Center 
announces an 
exciting, new 
relationship 
with the 
world-renowned 
KHB EFX Group. 


Greg Nicotero, one of KNB's resident specia) 
make-up effects gurus, will regularly visit the 
Douglas campus to meet with Savin! students, 
critique their work, offer his advice and discuss 
current trends in the industry. This unique 
networking opportunity will help Douglas 
students develop stronger portfolios and 
better prepare them for the competitive world 
of special make-up effects. 


Douglas Education Center • 130 Seventh Street Monessen, PA 15062 

1.800.413.6013x100 • wvm.douglas-school.com 

Housing is available through BOSS Development - 1.800.413.6013 x 112 
Financial aid is available to those who qualify. 1 6-month Associate in Specialized Business Degree Program. 
Tom Savini will award a "Certificate of Excellence" to those graduates with exceptional portfolios! 
THIS SCHOOL IS AUTHORIZED UNDER FEDERAL LAWTO ENROLL NONIMMIGRANT ALIEN STUDENTS. 


Learn by working on real productions in professional labs on state-of-the-art equipment! 


• FILM PRQDUCTiaN 

• DIGITAL EDITING 

• DIRECTING 

• LIGHTING 

• MARKETING 

• PRDDUCTIDN 

• BCREENWRITINB 

F’^Douslas 

^ "fS Education *-^Ceiiter 

The Center of Your Future! 

■ 30 SEVENTH street: * MDNE^SEN, PA-II SD62.; ’ 

Financial, Aid AVAit.ABi.t ' to Those Who Qual.ipy , 
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PLACUEO BH T:-..AGE V .ENCE 4H0 
SUICIDE-. JAPAN IS A NamON IN 
TURMOIL, FOR G--=(R£ FILMMAKERS, 
THE PHCKSmzriOtJ HAS LED TO 
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THE CYCLE OF JAPANESE 


YOUTH VIOLENCE FILMS 











iHil or youth life 

«iP In 1997, a fourteen-year-old boy cut off the head of an 
eleven-year-old, stuffed a note in the mouth and left it at the gate of his 
school. In 2003, a fourteen-year-old sexually mutilated a four-year-old 
before pushing the child off the roof of a parking garage; earlier that year in 
tile same town, another boy was killed by bullies. In 2004, an eleven-year- 
old walked into her school lunchroom, dripping with blood after killing a 
classmate with a box-cutter because the girl called her names on the inter- 
net. In 2006, police discovered a van of mostly teenagers and twentysome- 
things who had met online and committed group suicide by poison. Last 
year, a seventeen-year-old walked into his local police station with his moth- 
er’s severed head in a bag. This year, the country is being rocked by scores 
of suicides - many of the victims teens and young adults - carried out via a 
homemade gas, the formula for which is widely available on Japanese web- 
sites. 

Whether inflicting harm on adults, other minors or themselves, the coun- 
try’s youth are increasingly unhinged. According to government statistics, 
from the mid-’90s to the mid-2000s, schoolyard crime in the country rose 
over 500 percent; and from 2002 to 2003, the number of children under 
fourteen who were processed for violent crimes rose a staggering 47 per- 
cent. During this period, the suicide rate among teens and young adulte also 
skyrocketed (a 2004 BBC article stated that in 2003, the suicide rate for 
those under nineteen jumped 22 percent, while primary and middle school 
suicides rose nearly 60 percent). 

Although youth violence films have a long history around the world (with 
Stanley Kubrick’s A Clockwork Orange considered a landmark), Japan’s 
genre filmmakers have seized on this hopelessness, anger and nihilism and 
reflected it back through some of the most brutally raw and often gleefully 
gory films of the last decade. The five films in the All Night Long series (1 992 
to 2003) are notorious for graphic depictions of rape, murder and a banquet 
of other amoral cruelties. Legendary (late) director Kinjl Fukasaku brought 
the subject international attention with his popular and controversial adap- 
tation of Koushun Takami’s 1 999 novel Battle Royale (a film still not official- 
ly released in North America due to its school kid carnage), while Takashi 
Miike has returned to youth violence throughout his career, notably with 
Fudoh: The New Generation (1996), Visitor 0 (2001) and Ichi the Killer 
(2001). Although these warped, gore-filled films are specifically commenting 
on Japanese social issues of alienation, bullying, revenge, the generation 
gap and explosive violence, they've become much more popular outside of 
Japan, in part because of their outrageously comedic gore gags. One of the 
most provocative and bizarre films to explore these issues is Sion Sono’s 
Suicide Club (2002), which begins with 54 giggling high school girls throw- 
ing themselves in front of a subway train (pictured below). 

As the social trend continues, Japanese directors are not only exploring 
youth violence in a variety of narratives, but also absorbing the flippant, 
hyper-violent archetypes into the larger film culture, as evidenced by two 
new releases to North American DVD. Tetsuo Shinohara’s black comedy 
Karaoke Terror: The Complete Japanese Showa Songbook presents a (liter- 
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ally) explosive war between a group of teen boys and thirtysomething 
women; and Noboru Iguchi's The Machine Girl, which makes a bullied 
schoolgirl the centre of a story tiiat mixes manga-style cartoon killing with 
gory body horror and elements of the yakuza revenge film (see reviews, p. 
19). Going one further, Yoshihiro Nishimura’s upcoming Tokyo Gore Police 
(p. 21 ) finds a schoolgirl the star of a mutant-filled splatterfest. It’s a far cry 
from Rebel Widiout a Cause. 

To get a handle on this uniquely Japanese subgenre that’s- found a rabid 
audience among horror fans worldwide, we tapped three experts. On- 
board is occasional Rue Morgue contributor Tom Mes, founder of the Asian 
cinema-focused Midnight Eye website and author of Agitator: The Cinema 
of Takashi Miike, Iron Man: The Cinema Shinya Tsukamoto and an upcom- 
ing book on the Lone Wolf and Cub movies. He’s joined by Jay McRoy, 
Associate Professor of English and Cinema Studies at the University of Wis- 
consin - Parkside, author of the newly published Nightmare Japan: Con- 
temporary Japanese Horror Cinema (see p. 53). Rounding out our panel of 
experts is filmmaker Sion Sono himself, whose companion movie to Sui- 
cide Club, 2005’s Noriko’s Dinner Table (p. 22), debuts on DVD in North 
America this month. Together, they’ll school us on Japan’s cinema of 
underage rage. 




If you can call it a genre, then it goes back to 
the late 1950s and the “taiyozoku" or Sun Tribe 
films. These were movies about post-war kids 
living whafs usually referred to as a hedonistic 
lifestyle; listening to rock ’n’ roll and picking up 
girls at the beach, that sort of thing. Season of the 
Sun and Crazed Fmitare two typical examples of 
that trend. It was the Nikkatsu studio, later known 
for their Roman Porno line, that churned out most 
of these. Seijun Suzuki's Fighting Elegy is a 
superb variation and unique example. It‘s a polit- 
ical satire that portrays right-wing militiamen as 
sexually frustrated schoolboys who hit each other 
over the head instead of jerking off. A bit like a 
proto-F/gW Club. Much later in the ’80s, you get 
more cartoony renditions of youth violence based 
on comic books, like the Be-Bop High School 
series. That one set the template for a lot of later 
movies, like Takashi Miike’s Fudoh and Crows: 
Zero, or Toshiaki Toyoda’s Blue Spring, so you 
could say that these have become a genre in 
their own right now. There have also been a lot 
more serious and socially aware portraits of juve- 
nile delinquency these past fifteen years or so, 
which have been favourites of the festival circuit. 
And then you've got Kinji Fukasaku’s Battle 
ffoyate which fits somewhere in between. 

In their Japanese Cinema Encyclopedia: Hor- 
ror. Fantasy, and Science Fiction Films, Thomas 
and Yukio Mihara Weisser use the term “dove 
style violence" to describe a conspicuous feature 
within contemporary Japanese cinema. Specifi- 
cally, the term applies to a very particular repre- 
sentation of violence in which a group of people 
- frequently teenage boys or girls ~ ruthlessly 
abuse the perceived “weakest” member of the 
"flock" until he or she either dies at the hands of 
the bullying mob or commits suicide to escape 
the incessant torment. Given the high rate of sui- 
cide among young people in Japan, coupled with 
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the extensive depiction of bullying (Ijime) and 
"dove style violence” in Japanese film in general, 
and Japanese horror cinema in particular, it is 
somewhat surprising that this important motif 
has yet to receive the extensive critical attention 
it deserves. Of course, “bullying" and “suicides" 
are by no means specifically Japanese phenom- 
ena. Suffering persecution and violence at the 
hands of one’s peers has long provided motives 
for some of horror film’s most recognizable fig- 
ures, from Frankenstein’s monster to Carrie 
White. . , . Depictions of such behaviours can be 
found in a plethora of Japanese horror films, 
including such notable works as Battle Royale, 
Takashi Miike’s Visitor Q and Ichi the Killer, and 
Noboru Iguchi's cyberpunk meets splatterpunk 
gore-fest, The Machine Girl. . . . Among the most 
memorable films depicting the practice of ijime 
and “dove style violence” are Katsuya Matsumu- 
ra dark, ultra-violent, and highly controversial All 
Night Long series. 


Consider, for example 2002’s cult sensation, 
Suicide Club, in which writer/director Sion Sono 
offers viewers a grisly and, at times, darkly 
humorous depiction of a contemporary Japan 
plagued by series of spectacular yet baffling 
mass suicides. Punctuated by clips of music 
videos, advertisements and television perfor- 
mances by a pre-pubescent pop group who may 
very well be partially responsible for the epidem- 
ic of self-slaughter. Suicide Club presents a biting 
critique of a culture dominated by rampant con- 
sumerism and ubiquitous communications tech- 
nologies that, ironically, enhance social alienation 
and despair rather than bringing individuals clos- 
er together. In an unsettling twist, despite the pro- 


liferation of cellphones and computer networks 
designed to create a global community and a 
greater understanding of our shared humanity, 
the doomed characters in Sono’s film find the 
ultimate unification through suicidal leaps from 
subway platforms at rush hour and the roofs of 
urban high schools. 

S£: Family values in Japan are falling apart, and 
horrible incidents such as the murders of children 
by their parents and the murders of parents by 
their children happen. The scary thing is that we 
are getting used to this abnormal situation. Japan 
itself is horror in a sense, and any movies 
describing contemporary Japan would be horror 
movies. 
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Possibly because it’s such a make-or-break 
moment when you grow up in Japanese socie^. 
You either give in and conform, or you rebel. And 
if you rebel, where is your rebellion going to take 
you? Either way it’s going to be an experience full 
of frustration, and that frustration needs a release 
somehow. The stronger the frustration, the more 
violent the release. It’s a rich source of inspiration 
for any storyteller, also because it’s so recogniz- 
able for an audience - we’ve all gone to school. 

Indeed, given the extent to which these films 
of sadistic violence and wilful self-destruction 
engage with notions of social formation and cul- 
tural change, it should come as little surprise that 
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KIDS^^ CRAZY WITH VENGEANCE IN 
TWO 1# JAPANESE YOUTH VIOLENCE 
PlLNfSfTHAT BOTH LIGHTEN THE MOOD 
AND STEP UP THE GORE. 


By javnNKn vucKovic 





THE MACHINE GIRL 

Starring Asami, Honoka and YQya Ishikawa 
Written and directed by Noboru Iguchi 
Media Blasters 


KARAOKE TERROR: 

THE COMPLETE JAPANESE SHOWA SONGBOOK 

Starring Ryuhei Matsuda, Matsanobu Ando and Kayoko Kishimoto 
Directed by Tetsuo Shjnohara 
Written by Sumio Omori and Ryu Murakami 
Synapse 


“people say that only cockroaches yvill suryiye. 
when the earth perishes. That’s a lie. It’s middle-aged 
women.” This puzzling yet hysterical line of dialogue 
- spoken by a middle-'aged petty arrhs dealer with a 
delusional idea about the world’s greatest plague - 
speaks serious volumes about the way Japanese men 
view divorced women. Unlike The Machine Girl, this 
explosive dark satire actually explores the country’s 
cultural anxiety regarding gender roies and aging, while still firmly couched 
in cartoonish violence (and silly cabaret songs from the Showa era). 

Directed by Tetsuo Shinohara, and based on a novel by Ryu Murakami 
(who did an even more thoughtful and nasty job of approaching gender pol- 
itics with Audition), Karaoke Terrortells the story of two groups of karaoke 
lovers - six teenaged boys and six “middle-aged” women. The Gakis, who 
have nothing in common save for talking about jerking off and peeping on 
their neighbour as sTie'undresses, form a draggy, Vfockwork Orange look- 
alike karaoke troupe that doesn’t quite satisfy their sexual frustration and 
teenage angst. The women, six thirtysometiing divorcees all named Midori, 
are equally bored and frustrated and spend their evenings singing karaoke 
and trying to pick up younger men. 

When the one of the Gakis randomly offs one of the ladies in an alley after 
she rejects his sexual advances (an act that inspires fawning pride from his 
gang), the remaining Midoris exact a plan to find out who killed their friend 
and get revenge. It comes in the-form of a zany scooter drive-by with a 
homemade lance (a gag that makea.the most.outi)f multiple body fluid 
sprays, that’s ^1 I’m gonna say!). The boys retaliate with a gun, the ladies 
retaliate with a grenade launcher and, it escalates from there to an aston- 

"ishing yet specteculariy entertaining ending that has to be seen to be 
believed. 

-• - iqual parts meaningful (hie characters, especially the Midoris, are excep- 
tionally well thought out) and outrageous, Karaoke Terror goes where no 
youth violence film, .to beto/e it, sp_you might need to watch it twice to, 
unravel its complexities. It is a Japanese karaoke revenge film, after all. $: 
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\i The Machine Girl gmes anyhiing, it’s that the Japanese need to have 
their blood pressure chected - because the stuff pumps out of people in the 
movie like a 1()0psi power-sprayer wihi a high-pressure stream regulator. 
The newest entry in the more comical wave of youth violence films from 
follows Ami (Mlnase Yasharo), an exceptional student and responsi- 
■ bte sister, through a revengespolitation saga of gruesomely heroic exploits 
delivers on everything its trailer promised (Yakuzai Ninjas! Tempura! 
Sushi! Chainsaws! flying Guillotine! Drill Bra! Revenge!) and more. 

When her younger brother Yu (Ryosuke Kawamura) and his friend Takashi 
are killed by the bullying children of a prominent Yakuza family (of ninjasi). 
Ami seeks vengeance but is caphjred, tortured and loses an arm. She 
escapes, but because of her blemished family history (her parents commit- 
-ted-stiicide after being falsely-accused of a homicide), no-one-is interested 
in helping her out - one nut-job housewife even tempuras Ami’s arm when 
she comes cajjing .fpr .assistance .before her capture.. Eventually, with the 
of Takashi’s grieving parents, she’s equipped with a badass prosthetic 
machine gun arm, which she uses to shred her enemies, including a team 
^^f mourning parente (dressed like fnodem-day'gladiators), a smug bully in 
terrible leopard-print jacket and a bitchy, sadistic, yakuza wife (wearer of 

iid drill bra. haute couture). - - - 

it’s a simple story packed with tons of cartoonish madness and mayhem, 
calling the crazy antics of Takashi Miike’s Fudo/? and reminiscent of Robert 
Rodriguez’s Planet Terror. It’s pretly vapid and doesn’t allude to bona fide 
social problems the way Sion Sono’s films do - let’s go ahead and call it 
“dumb fun.” But the aforementioned high artillery 
appendage, chainsaw leg, flying guillotine, 
finger ..sushi, split bodies and other 
manga-styled absurd gore (by Yoshi- 
^g Nishimura, who’s directing the 
icoming berserk spfatterfest, 
,'o Gore Police, see p. 21) will 
jet your blood pumping almost 
as hard as the red stuff com- 





was responsible for the acts, or why they 
engaged in acts of terrorism were provided. I 
intentionally made Suicide Club hard to under- 
stand in order to express this unexplained situa- 
tion. In Noriko’s Dinner Table, I wanted to express 
something more personal than the previous 
movie, focussing on a girl who was involved in 
the incident. I wanted to.explore the internal feel- 
ings of ttie girl who participated in the Suicide 
Club and to tell her story. When I finished writing 
the novel, I really wanted to make it into a movie. 
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Like Battle Royale, Noriko's Dinner Table is at 
the crossroads of socially aware drama and all- 
out genre movie. You can sense the anger about 
tfie things that have gone wrong in society at 
large and that anger really contributes to the 
impact of the violence. The Machine Girl is more 
in the Fudoh mould. A treatise on the position of 
the adolescent in contemporary society it ain’t. 
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■ Women are increasingly instrumental in the 
country’s social and political economy. Not sur- 
prisingly, shifts in gender relations finds expres- 
sion in works of cinematic horror. The young girls 
of Battle Royale are every bit as deadly as their 
male classmates-turned-competitors in a 
i-and-death struggle from which 
only one person can emerge 
victorious. Similarly, Asami, 
the female protagonist of 
Iguchi’s The Machine Girl, is 
more than a match for the 
schoolyard bullies and 
vicious yakuza ninjas that 
mercilessly kill those 
closest to her and con- 
tinuously threaten her 
life. Dressed in tradi- 
tional schoolgirl attire, 
yet trained in martial 
arts and equipped 
with a powerful 


- . Likely lo Die: lOz;: hukusaki. s Baitle Royale. 
Soriu.'i A/cv.r Table. 
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school-age characters permeate these tales. 
Secondary schools are, after all, primary sites of 
both socialization and competition, locations 
where young people come together to compete 
for social status. 

Movies using the social phenomena of Japan 
as themes are horror movies. After Suicide Club 
was released, group suicide became frequent, it 
predicted this trend as if it was a prophecy. I think 
my movies influence social phenomena rather 
than social phenomena influence my movies. I 
thought something like group suicide might hap- 
pen in Japan and made the movie, and then it 
actually happened. I don't like following the 
trend, but I sense something ominous and like to 
create movies out of it. So, I usually make movies 
before something happens, not after something 
happens. There are many themes that could be 
used for horror movies from closely observing the 
social phenomena of Japan. 

its sis- 
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SS; Actually, I personally don’t think even Suicide 
Club belongs to horror. Although I understand that 
it may be categorized in the horror genre, I’m not 
interested in which genre it should belong to. In a 
sense, Noriko's Dinner Table can be horror. It 
describes the state of today’s family and Japan 
as horror. 


Then how dr) these hims fit together as a 
comment on that horror? 

SS: In my previous movie. Suicide Club, I 
attempted to describe the story as if the mysteri- 
ous suicide cult only exists in the world ttirough 
the TV monitor. I intentionally did not 
organize all the chopped scenes 
such as the [the pop band] 

Dessert’s performance and the 
news report about the Sui- 
cide Club. And the movie 
ends without solving the 
mystery. I thought ttiat it 
depicts the current state 
of Japan or the world. 

Incidents such as 9/11 
and Japanese cult 
Aum’s attacks were 
reported as sensational 
news. However, no 
explanations about 
why the incidents 
happened, who 





' bought The Machine Girl was nuts? Hold on to your Battle Royale 
hat, Wds, because Tokyo Gore Po//ce is going to make your freakin’ 
head spin, if you have yet to see the trailer (posted on YouTube), 
.you might want to do so before you read on because TGP is balls-deep, 
head-through-the windshield, “What the fuck is going on?” kinky derange- 
ment like only the Japanese can deliver - it’s destined for cult status, 

TGP has about as much Asian cuit street cred as a movie can have. It's 
produced by the people that brought you The Machine Girl (Fever Dreams), 
written by Kengo Kaji (who co-wrote the weird masterpiece Uzumaki), star- 
ring Auditiorfs Eihi Shiina, with fight choreography 
by Tak Sakaguchi (the inimitably sexy and kick-ass 
Prisoner KSC2-303 from Versus). Add to that dream 
team director Yoshihiro Nishimura, the former spe- 
cial makeup effects master who's worked with Sion 
Sono on severai films including Suicide Club, 

'Strange Circusmd Exte: Hair Extensions, as well as 
cyberpunk mind-melters such as Meatball 
Machine, and you’re in for complete madness, 

“ Tokyo Gore Police is based on my own short 
, movie, /Inatom/a Extinction, which won special 
prize at the Yubari Fantastic Rim Festival in 1 995,” 

Nishimura tells Rue Morgue just prior to the film’s 
' first public screening in Japan. “It's an original story 
that combines many messages about the current 
situation of society - complaints, all kinds of prob- 
lems. In a cynical way, they make up the story.” 

Less a social commentary than a body horror 
freakshow, complete with gimp masks, guns that 
shoot fists and even something best described as a 
lady-flesh Barcalounger, TGP revolves around 
Ruka, a female police officer (armed witti a samurai sword, she’s a blade 
runner of sorts) oh' a special task force assigned to exterminate mutants 
(chicks with nose dicks and tentacle eyes, just for starters), by-products of a 
virus created by a mad scientist known only as Key Man (ttsuji Itao, Death 
Note 2j. Like the Machine Girl, she’s also bent on avenging the death of a 
- family meraber,(her.father),- all. while wearing a sailor uniform with a short 
skirt of course. 

“I believe any Japanese [person] has special feelings about sailor suit out- 
fit,” Nishimura says. “Generally speaking, Japanese film directors all have 
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their own specific taste, so every time they shoot a film, if they need a sailor 
outfit they discuss very seriously about the length of skirt or the colour of 
scarf. As far as I know, the directors most obsessed with sailor outfits are 
Sion Sono and Noboru Iguchi [Machine. Girl}.’’ 

Socially accepted yet plainly perverse schoolgirl fantasies aside, if any- 
thing’s key in in TGP, it’s the gore effects, which are over-the-top, manga- 
styied people messes that put movies like Riki-Oh to shame. 

“ Tokyo Gore Police was shot in two weeks and we had minimum of 1 00 
shots, including special effects, on a daily basis, ’’ says the seasoned SFX 
supervisor/director. “So in this two-week shoot, we 
did over 1 500 shots. I knew how long it takes to pre- 
pare blood-gushing parts and which angle would be 
best to shoot one creature from another. Such infor- 
mation is very useful when you have limited time 
and budget, so I must say my experience as a spe- 
cial effects specialist certainly helped me.” 

The result is a ridiculously absurd mutant parade, 
poised to make you wet and whacked-out. TGP 
(coming later this year from Media Blasters) might 
just be the goriest, craziest film ever to come out of 
Japan. According to Nishimura, a little healthy com- 
petition among directors helped take the film to the 
next level, as they often seek to one-up each other 
in terms of outrageous violence. ("Please look for- 
ward to the craziest FX shots ever in my film!”) At 
the same time, he’s quick to point out that in his 
country, splatter films are far from de rigueur. 

“In Japan, horror or splatter films are not so pop- 
ular now,” he explains. “Japanese producers in gen- 
eral try to make brutal scenes as modest as possi- 
ble, In the original Tsubaki Sanjuro [Sanjuro] by Akira Kurosawa [1 962], the 
ending fight scene had an enormous amount of gushing blood. But in the 
recent remake of the same movie, there was no blood, not even a drop, ft 
represents the current Japanese film market situation; Japanese audiences 
do not seek expressions of brutality. That is the bad habit of the Japanese, 
as they go with the flow of the majority. ” 

The likes of Sono, Iguchi or Nishimura may not be popular in Japan, but in 
North America, they’re cult filmmakers among Asian horror film enthusiasts , 
who crave the pleasures of the raw blood buffet! S 




RjJE MORGUE 21' 5 




machine gun that fits snugly over the remains of 
her [amputated] left arm, Asami is a charming, 
beautiful young girl who can more than hold her 
own against all adversaries, be they male or 
female. 


issues. It’s doubtful that North American audi- 
ences will want to see sometiing similar that is 
really about their own culture and environment. I 
don’t see there being any demand for a biood- 
soaked satire of the Columbine shootings in the 
immediate future. 


movies. 
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Young people in Japan are not inter- 
ested in my movies. Noriko's Dinner 
Table and Suicide Club are both highly 
recognized overseas. Young people in 
|; Japan fooi around with cheesy romance 
movies. I am honoured that foreign 
movie enthusiasts are interested in my 
movies. I wish young Japanese people 
would be interested in my movies instead of stu- 
pid romance movies. In other words, I am con- 
sidered an outcast, something dangerous or 
untouchable, but I wish Japanese people would 
watch my movies at ease. 


Most of these movies are made with such 
imagination and they take such flights of 
fancy that it’s easy to treat them as 
curiosities. And anything that alludes 
to real social problems can be dis- / ■ 
missed as being about “typically 

.lananocp” i 


Acclaimed dramas like Larry Clark’s Bully 
(2001) and GusVan Sant’s Elephant {2003) have 
explored some of the direct repercussions that 
youth violence can yield. In this sense, while the 
portrayal of ijime and "dove style violence” in 
Japanese horror cinema has culturally specific 
origins and connotations, youth-on-youth vio- 
lence is a global dilemma. Consequently, repre- 
sentations of bullying and degradation can easily 
translate across national borders. 

As I said earlier, family values In Japan are 
falling apart, and incidents such as the murders 
of children by their parents and the murders of 
parents by their children frequently occur. Japan 
is considered a safe country, but in its peace 
there is war, which I call tiie transparent war, 
which is happening everywhere. I think that this 
situation in Japan itself is terror and violence. I 
make violent movies in order to express this 
straightforwardly. I think that the 
family values are universally 
iSHteM ^ changing or breaking 
^ down. So, movies such 
■ Noriko’s Dinner 

* ' • Table and Suicide 
Club have the theme 
of universal concern 
rather than Japan- 
9 ^^ specifrc. So, I believe 

that people all over the 
' world will understand the 


The bloody DVD cover shot promises gore; 
Sion Sono as writer/director invites a measure 
of perverse delights (horrific, sexual or both); 
and the fact that it’s a companion piece to the 
filmmaker’s most famous genre title. Suicide 
Club, suggests a wild ride for horror fans. 
However, Sonoi isn’t interested in making a 
horror film - at least in the conventional 
sense. 

Nariko's Dinner Table is about the horror of 
emotional alienation, estrangement from one’s 
family and loss of identity, specific to modern- 
day Japan. So, despite a few psychologically 
disturbing scenes and one minor bloodbath, 
this is a nearly 160-minute(!) arty melodra- 
ma(!!). it traces the journey of seventeen-year- 
old Noriko (Kazue Fukiishi), who lives in a 
small town with her parents i 
and sister. Her father’s accep- 
tance of a sedate life as a fluff 
newspaper reporter disgusts 
the girl, who longs to escape ; 
to Tokyo. Eventually she runs 
away to meet up with her cha- 
troom friends and gets roped 
into working for a service that | 
provides fake family experi- 
ences, be it a faux-deathbed 
reunion with a loved one or a 
re-enactment of a pivotal 
domestic corifrontation.When Nc 
Yuka (Yuriko Yoshitaka) joins her in the city, 
their desperate father Tetsuzo (Ken Mrtsuishi) 
embarks on a search to recover his daughters; 
which leads to a truly twisted family reunion. 
Woven throughout the plot are references to 
the mysterious website and mass schoolgirl 
deaths in Suicide Club (Sono even incorpo- 
rates footage from that film here). 

Although it’s unclear how involved the girts 
are in the events of Suicide Club, everything 
-else in their iives-plays out in overkill detail. 
The characters’ voice-over narration explains 
exactly what’s happening onscreen, making 
for excruciating redundancy. Noriko's Dinner 
Table is based on a novel by Sono and its 
many interior monologues probably work 
much better on the page. 

It’s impossible to recommend this one for 
the average horror fan as anything other than 
a sleep aid. As a sociological curio, it may be 
^a weighty look at Japan’s caustic generation 
gap, but it’s tough to-sit-at -anyone’s dinner 
table for this long without something juicier to 
chew on. 

Dave Alexander 


Starring Kazue Fukiishi, KenMitdiiishi 
ana YuriKo YosniiaKa 
Written and directed by Sion Sono 
Facets 
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F or, many Western audiences, the shrill singing and choreographed 
dance numbers that often define the cinema of Bollywood - and Loi- 
lywood, its Pakistani equivalent -have painted the region as a suitably 
“exotic” setting far removed from the rest of the world. In order to 
dose this ever-widening cultural gap. one director has turned to the distinctive . 
and universal language of horror cinema, with its deadly weapons, screaming 
-victims and uncompromising bloodshed. Hitting DVD this July from TLA Releas- ' 
ing, director Omar All Khan’s debut feature Hell's Ground (or ZIbahkhana - an 
Urdu term friat literally translates to “slaughterhouse”) is a fascinating and gory 
Pakistani fright feature that rejects over-stylized South Asian film gloss for a 
grittier, more tactile, vision of the country. 

“Sadly, many of our films depict life in Pakisfan in an insane bubble of delu- 
sion,” explains ■ Khan. “For example, Karachi, Pakistan’s premiere city, is 
unquestionably one of the most dangerous and fascinating places on Earth, yet 
If you were to watch one of our movies, you would think it was a genteel par- 
adise of picturesque beaches! That’s why Hell's Gmund is really uncharted ter- 
ritory for Pakistani horror; the tack of songs, the copious gore and the low-bud- 
. get, scuzzy production values all go against typical Bollywood sensibilities." 
Produced by Pete Tombs and Andy Starke, the globe-trotting cult film arche- 
ologists at Mondo Macabro (see p.27). Hell's Groundis a DV marvel that makes 
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;. exceptional use of its setting to add a fresh spin to the well-worn slasher for- 
mula. It also offers a regionally specific view of tie country that few Western 
audiences have seen before, touching on pressing local environmental issues 
and offering a glimpse into the daily routines of Pakistan’s pop culture-sawy 
youth. Despite its cross-cultural appeal, however. Hell's Ground hasn’t 
impressed most local officials, who are carefully protective of the country’s 
image. • . 

“Let’s just say that I don’t think Hell’s Ground will be piaying ^ any screen- 
ings arranged by Pakistan’s Ministry of Culture in the near future,” Khan says, 
laughing. “Our splattery gore doesn’t quite fit the official party line!” 

Filmed in and around the capital city of Islamabad, Hell's Ground begins as 
five teens, OJ (Osman Khalid Butt), Roxy (Rubya Chaudhry), Ayesha (Rooshanie 
Ejaz), Simon (Haider Raza) and Vicky (Kunwar Ali Roshan), blow off school to 
attend an out-of-town concert. Piling into a brightly painted van, they travel via 
backroads, stopping at a roadside food stand where the eccentric owner deliv- 
ers an ominous message and advises them to turn back; they are trespassing 
on “Hell’s Ground.” Ignoring the warning, the teens head deeper into the woods 
and suddenly find themselves stalked by an army of bloodthirsty zombies who 
have been infected by contaminated drinking water. They escape, but after 
their van breaks down, they discover there’s something even more deadly than 




. the horde of stumbling undead - they are lost in the 
lair of a mysterious, faurka-clad killer who dishes-out 
carnage and pain with a spiked mace, among other 
- nasty implements of death. 

A lifelong horror fan, Khan acknowledges that his 
film- owes a debt to undisputed Western classics 
including The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, Friday the 
13tii and Night of the Living Dead, but his worldly 
background reveals a much richer tapestry of influ- 
ences. The son of a diplomat, Khan was born in Lon- 
don where he regularly devoured Hammer horror on 
. late-night television and accompanied his father to 
.Alfred Hitchcock double bills. Still, he and his family 
also kept their eyes on the incredibly prolific and 
colourful cinema of their roots. (“Loilywood and Bol- 
; iywood films have always been part of our lives," 
Khan affirms.) 

Khan first picked up a camera and began making 
horror shorts as a coliege student studying film in 
Boston. After receiving a second degree back in the 
UK in political science and international relations, 
Khan returned to his family’s South Asian homeland, 
unsure of his future. 

“One of the reasons I moved back to Pakistan 
was because i feared faiiing into a routine desk job 


where life would pass me by in a flash,” he reveals. 
“I love to spend time in London |ihd New York City, 
but the pace of life in Pakistan just^ suits me better.” 

Still, no one can claim ftiat Khan hasn't kept him- 
self extremely busy during the last decade or so. 
After working briefly as an English teacher, he and 
his brother spearheaded an entrepreneuriai venture 
in 1995: The Hot Spot, a chain of cafes known for 
their homemade ice cream and movie-themed 
decor. Keeping his iove of cinema as a focal point, 
cafe locations in islamabad, Lahore and Karachi 
were plastered with movie posters, memorabiiia 
and action figures. Khan also delved deeper into his 
own passion for horror, pubiishing a fanzine called 
The Scream for his ice cream parlour patrons, as 
weii as hosting poster exhibitions and horror 
screenings. Eventually, Khan began using the cafe’s 
website {thehotspotonline.com) as a digital reposi- 
tory for his extensive writings on horror - one of the 
only sites to cover both North American and South 
Asian contributions to the genre. 

It was through the cafe’s website that Khan first 
met Tombs and Starke. After Khan was interviewed 
for an episode of the pair’s TV series on South Asian 
horror, they worked together on a restoration of 
1967’s linda Laash (The Living Corpse), a Loiiy- 
wood adaptation of Dracula, complete with song 
and dance set pieces. Knowing Tombs and Starke 
were also interested in moving into theatrical pro- 
duction, Khan put together a proposal for a feature 
he hoped would give Pakistan’s flagging horror 
scene a shot in the arm - or at least a particularly 
nasty flesh wound. 

“Pakistani audiences have always 
had a taste for horror films both local 
and imported, but over the last 
decade horror in Pakistan has all but 
'dried up," says Khan, Whb-adds that.most 


Pakistani horror fans are forced to get their fix from- 
freely avaiiabie pirated DVDs of intemationai hits. 
“Recently, there have been tfiree or four films made 
in the Pushto language with big hairy monsters and . 
witchcraft, but generally these films contain only 
about fifteen minutes of horror and two houm of 
songs.” 

He adds, “There are several issues that deter 
Pakistani producers from the horror genre. For one 
thing, our censors are unpredictable. Also, horror is 
considered a field dominated by modern special 
effects - we tend to shy away because of our lack 
of expertise and experience in this area." 

In order for the local movie industry to grow, Khan 
firmly believes filmmakers must abandon the over- 
worked Bollywood template that combines comedy, 
action, romance and drama with choreographed 
musical numbers in an attempt to appeal to a wide 
audience. 

“I don’t mean to look down upon this style of film- 
making - 1 grew up on these movies and I still love 
them - but I really felt it was time to shake up the 
system," he says. “From the very beginning. Hell's 
Ground was always going to be a straight-for-the- 
gut horror film. 1 did include some classic Loilywood 
songs on the soundtrack, but they are heard in the 
film’s natural progression; we never stop the movie 
for dream sequences or synchronized dances in the 
park!” 

Tombs agrees. 

“Hell’s Ground is a twisted version of a Western 
idea seen through Asian eyes,” he says, noting that 
Khan’s film follows in the tradition of the Ramsay 
Brothers, Bollywood's reigning kingpins of fright cin- 
ema, but with a very different sensibil'ity and pur- 
pose. “1 don’t think there’s been another South Asian 
horror film quite like Hell’s Ground, not even in India. 
With a few exceptions, most South /teian filmmak- 


Brain Pan: Vicky (KunwarAli Roshan) loses his head. 
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Zombies in Loitywood: A familiar scene in an unusual setting - the undead feast on human entrails, and 


Ibelow) Osman Khaiid Butt as the zombified OJ. 
ers don’t really understand or even like horror. They 
do it for commercial reasons - it’s cheap and has a 
guaranteed audience. But we were 100 percent 
committed to making a knockdown, drag-out horror 
film. That’s all we wanted to do.” 

Although the film’s tone is distinctly tongue-in- 
cheek, incorporating comic book panel transitions 
and pop culture-infused dialogue, Hell’s Grounddei- 
initely isn’t shy about getting its hands nice and 
bloody: decapitated heads, eye-gougings, impalings 
and intestine-chomping zombies are all liberally 
added to the its gory curry stew. While Khan admits 
diat some of his effects - like a jar of eyeballs - 
came straight from the butcher shop in the low-tech 
tradition of H.G. Lewis, the more complicated work 
was handled by local makeup artist Nawab Saghar. 

■'Saghar has worked on literally hundreds of 
movies,” notes Khan. “At first he was stunned at 
what was being asked of him and nearly quit. He 
was terrified of not being able to provide what we 
needed. After a lot of cajoling, we got him to trans- 
form one of ttie guys in my cafe into a zombie using 
only kitchen sink facilities. He also made a few 
repulsive cuts and gashes to win us over. He did an 
impressive job using sheer ingenuity.” 

While most of the film’s cast was made up of 
inexperienced kids and drama students, for the 
prophetic canteen owner, Khan had only one actor 
in mind: Rehan, who played die fearsome vampire 
30 years ago in Zinda Laash. 

“The honour of having him return to the screen 
was beyond anything 1 could have dreamed of,” 
says Khan. “The deep friendship and muhjal respect 
that has resulted from our working together is 
something I shall treasure for tfie rest of my days.” 

While Tombs also has kind words for the perfor- 
mances of tfie film’s cast, he has particularly high 
praise for leading lady Rooshanie Ejaz's turn as the 
devoutly Muslim Ayesha, who feels guilty for lying 
to her parents about the weekend getaway. 
“This was her first film. It was a tough role and 
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she really gave 200 percent,” Tombs says. 

Undeniably, much of the interest in the film cen- 
tres on the final act’s burka-clad killer, Baby. Nick- 
named “Burkaman” by the director and critics alike, 
this unrepentant slasher is played by Sultan Billa, a 
former body doable for Pakisten’s biggest , movie 
star, Sultan Rahi, who was murdered in 1996. 
Burkaman is an ingenious local twist on the familiar 
masked slashers that dominated the 1980s - and 
often just as frightening. While Khan maintains he 
only meant the character to be a cheeky homage, 
he concedes that ttie traditional face-covering gar- 
ment may shock some viewers. 

“The burka has mistakenly become a symbol of 
Islam, though the reason for wearing it is actual- 
ly cultural rather than religious,” he explains. 
“Here in Pakistan, there was no concern over the 
killer’s burka. I was almost disappointed by that - 
maybe controversy could have helped sell the 
film!” 

While there were a few pre-screening issues to 
contend with, in the end the film didn’t need the 
extra promotional push that any debate over 
Burkaman’s costume would have sparked. “The 
premiere in Copenhagen was pretty stressful, as 
we’d only finished the 
days before and hadn’t had 
it yet,” reveals Tombs. 

Saturday night, and 
had no idea how 
it, but within the 
first few 


minutes, people started to laugh at the jokes and 
wince at the gore, and we knew we were going to 
make it.” 

Successful screenings at the New York Asian 
Film Festival, FanTasia and Austin’s Fantastic Film 
Festival followed, as international audiences 
responded to Khan’s ability to juggle universally 
recognized genre tropes in unfamiliar settings. 

"There is novelty value there for Western audi- 
ences,” says Tombs. "However, we tried very hard 
to make the backgrounds and the characters 
involved as ’real’ as we could." 

After completing its round on the festival cir- 
cuit, Hell's Ground was finaliy granted permission 
to play in Pakistan, it was a proud moment for the 
director, despite the obstacles he faced from the 
government. “It was a nightmare dealing with the 
censors. Though we live in a society surrounded 
by violence and vice, for some reason they feel 
like they must act as moral guardians," he 
remarks. “First they said it could not be certified 
because it wasn’t shot in 35mm. Then some 
members of the board objected that the film was 
not reflective of Pakistan’s accepted culture. 
Finally, the film was rejected outright because of 
its content. But the chief of the censor board was 
a perfectly reasonable man; he fought for us and 
finally the film was issued a certificate with only 
ten seconds of footage that had to be cut. Even 
still, we played the uncut version in theatres, as I 
knew very well that the censors would hardly be 
able to tell one stabbing motion or splatter of 
blood from another!” 

Picked up by a local media company. Hell's 
Ground became the first digitally shot film to 
receive censor approval in Pakistan, and was 
booked into multiplexes for a landmark ten-week 
run. Despite lacking recognizable stars and 
advertising support, the film briefly topped the 
local box office, beating out Hollywood imports 
such as the Allen Vfe. Predator sequel and Clover- 
field. Unable to resist seeing his film play with an 
audience. Khan attended several screenings of 
Hell's Ground in the city of Rawalpindi, where he 
was surprised to see the theatre packed with 
enthusiastic viewers. 

“Their response left me quite exhilarated. 
Though we have had -some memorable festival 
screenings, this regctior^by a paying audience of 
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D on’t look for any Best Foreign Film Oscar 
winners on Mondo Macabro’s slate. The 
DVD company spawned by British genre 
enthusiasts Pete Tombs and Andy Starke 
•IS dedicated to unleashing the most bizarre films 
from around the world, but critical prestige is not 
a deciding factor in what 
makes a movie Mondo 
Macabro-worthy. insanity, 
however, is. 

"I guess most of the peo- 
ple behind most of the 
movies we've put out have 
been a little bit crazy and a 
littie bit obsessive,” says 
Tombs. “We generally tend to 
avoid ‘career’ moviemakers. 

You ]<now, the kind of folks 
who 'go into the industry with 
a ten-year plan to get to the mmwk' 
top. Most of the movies we 
love come from people who in one way or anoth- 
er -were crazed visionaries. Even if they didn’t 
realise it. In fact, the best movies often come 
from people who don’t really know what they’re 
doing or why - they just want to get out there 
and do it.” 

Alongside co-writer Cathal Tohiil, Tombs first 
made a name for himself with his acclaimed 
1 994 book Immoral Tales: European Sex & Hor- 
ror Movies 1956-1984. This overview of the con- 
tinent's sickest and sleaziest flicks included pro- 
files of then-obscure exploitation filmmakers 
Jesus “Jess” Franco (Vampyros Lesbos), Jose 
Larraz {Vampyre^ and Jean Rollin [The Living 
Dead Girl), among others, and went on to win the 
Bram Stoker Award for Best Non-Fiction book. 
Tombs foilowed this with 1998’s Mondo 
' Macabro: Weird and Wonderful Cinema Around 


the World, which detailed the stranger efforts of 
filmmakers in Hong Kong, the Philippines, 
Indonesia, India, Turkey, Brazil, Argentina, Mexico 
and Japan. 

Then TV beckoned. Tombs and partner Starke 
were commissioned by UK Channel 4 to produce 
Eurotikal, a series about the sexier 
side of European exploitation cine- 
ma. Challenged to deliver some- 
thing more ambitious, they pro- 
duced Mondo Macabro. Based on 
Tombs’ book, its eight 25-minute 
episodes examined international 
horror and weirdness on film 
(episodes included “Thrillers From 
Manila,” “Mexican Horror Movies” 
and “Argentinian Exploitation”). 

Soon, Tombs and 
Starke wanted to 
expose these capti- 
vating curios to a 
larger audience more directly, Ded- 
icated to exploring “the wild side of 
world cinema,” they started the 
Mondo Macabro DVD label in 2001 . 

It quickly established itself as a reli- 
able source of International cine- 
matic insanity. That includes 
swingin’ Argentinian vampires 
(1967’s Blood of the Virgins), dia- 
bolical French schoolgirls {1971’s 
Don’t Denver Us From Evit), satanic 
orgies from Spain (1978’s Satan's 
Blood), gory Indonesian witchcraft (1979’s The 
Queen of Black Magic, see p.28) and monster 
curses from India (1984’s Purana Mandii). 

That filmmakers outside Hollywood should be 
making some of cinema’s boldest and freakiest 
work comes as no surprise to Tombs. 


“I think it’s all about being independent - in 
spirit as much as in financial terms,” he says. 
"And that spirit of independence can some- 
times be tough to maintain in the hard-nosed 
commercial world of mainstream movies, 
where huge amounts of cash are at stake. 
There’ll always be room for the mavericks, and 
I guess, by definition, they tend to be found out- 
side the mainstream.” 

The duo also recently moved into feature film 
production. Hell’s Ground, about a group of kids 
whose journey to see “the hottest band in Pak- 
istan” is interrupted by zombies, serial killers 
and psychos. Tombs and Starke are also cur- 
rently raising financing for four other low-bud- 
get movies, including another set in Pakistan. 

For those cineastes who prefer their foreign 
films dignified and 
acclaimed, not sleazy 
and insane. Tombs asks 
that they keep an open 
mind. 

“1 think it’s important 
to be as open-minded as 
you can, both in life and 
in cinema. Hollywood 
movies are great. They 
have all the resources 
and a lot of the talent. 
But there's a whole wide 
world out there to dis- 
cover, and nowadays, 
with the internet, etc., 
there’s no excuse for people not to do just that. 
"When you’ve seen all the ‘classics’ and all the 
big movies, you have to move on somewhere 
and that’s what we’re here for.” 

For more info, visit mondomacabrodvd.com. ^ 
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MONDO lAACABHO co-founder PETf tombs 

DEBRIEFS US ON HIS COMPANH MISSION TO BRING 
THE FREAKIEST RLMS INTO 





MO’ WITCHCRAFT 


INE OOEEN OF BLIICI UHEIC |19I3| 

Starring Suzzanna, W.D. Mochtar 
and Teddy Purba 
Directed by Liliek Sudjio 
Mondo Macabro 

After bombarding us with the undeniably' 
bizarre imagery of Mystics in Bali last year, 
Mondo Macabro is set to take us back to the 
steamy Indonesian jungles for their fimt DVD 
release of 2008, die equally wild The Queen of 
Biack Magic (a.k.a. Ratu ilmu hitam). 

Strap yourself in for another quaintly 
grotesque trip full of snakes, evil curses and 
makeshift effects. After Murni (Indonesian 
scream queen Suzzanna) reluctantly gives up 
her virginity to smooth-talking Kohar, he hooks 
up with the village chief's daughter, breaking 
his promise of marriage. When maggots and 
marching skeletons appear before the ceremo- 
ny, Murni is branded a witch, and the villagers 
toss her off a cliff. Nursed back to health by the 



Horror Of All Shapes And Sizes: Writer/director Omar Khan on sei with a zombie extra. 


hermit (W,D. Mochtar) who is really behind the 
supernatural mis- 
chief, she becomes 
a student of his 
ancient black arts to 
take her revenge. 

Even wearisome 
stretches of dia- 
logue that touch on 
the clash between 
modern Islam and 
Indonesia’s pagan 
past can’t diminish the impact of The Queen of 
Black Magids scenes of surreal bloodshed. 
Almost following a slasher template. Murni 
sneaks into town and uses her powers to sum- 
mon swarms of deadly bees, explode body 
parts and cause a nasty case of erupting blood 
boils. In one mind-boggling scene - easily the 
film’s most memorable - an enchanted egg 
causes a victim to rip off his own head, which 
then flies around and bites horrified onlookers! 

Though The Queen of Black Magic is a much 
more technically polished work than Gie fre- 
quently crude Mystics in Bali, the films share 
the same effects artist, El Badrun, who also 
appears in a ten-minute interview on the disc. 
He’s clearly much more comfortable working 
with tile do-it-yourself practical effects of latex 
and bladders than video trickery, which is per- 
haps why this earlier effort is much more suc- 
cessful - or at least, not quite as campy. 

Yet another lopsided gem in Mondo 
Macabro's crown. The Queen of Black Magic is 
a fascinating peek at Indonesia’s hotbed of vin- 
tage genre cinema. 

Paul Corupe 


regular moviegoers was, for me, the most satis- 
fying night of all.” 

More importantly, Khan hopes Hell's Ground’s 
ability to win over Pakistani viewers has sent a 
message to the country’s film industry. “I think 
the film's biggest success is that it has really 
challenged Pakistan's 
archaic film culture. The 
fact that a film like ours 
can actually make it 
through the censor process 
and be screened to the 
public has really opened 
the door for a flood of indie, 
low-budget local films,” 
says Khan. "Also, Hell’s 
Ground disputes the idea 
that filmmakers have to 
abide by formula and intro- 
duces another language to 
audiences, which I hope 
they will embrace. Hopeful- 
ly, Hell's Ground will be 
remembered not only as a 
hugely entertaining 80 
minutes or so, but also as the first Pakistani film 
that couldn’t give a toss about fitting in with the 
prescribed view of the nation.” 

Khan is also optimistic that the film will help 
convince the Pakistani censor board - an institu- 
tion he accuses of being corrupt and backward- 
thinking - to adopt a ratings classification sys- 
tem, much like the MPAA. “Currently, a film either 
passes the censors or it doesn’t,” he says. 
“American Gangster and Hell's Ground are 


viewed as appropriate for the same audience as 
Disney’s Enchanted.” 

Although only a few rumours of Pakistani-shot 
horror productions have surfaced in Hell's Grounds 
wake, Khan has already begun work on several 
new scripts himself. The first, he claims, is a Pak- 
istan-set throwback to Ami- 
cus anthologies such as 
Tales from die Crypt, which 
will feature four loosely 
connected horror stories. In 
another, a group of female 
prison escapees find more 
danger outside of jail than 
inside. Khan admits he has 
considered mounting a 
sequel to Hell’s Ground, but 
is currently more interested 
in developing his new 
scripts. 

‘‘We have talked about it, 
but 1 reckon these other 
projects Sre going to take 
precedence, unless some 
suit from Hollywood or Bol- 
lywood arrives wielding a cheque.’^ 

Even if a sequel never materiliizes, Khan’s 
Burkaman has instantly become one of South 
Asia's most notorious horror icons - a harbinger 
not only of death, but also of the imminent 
change facing Lollywood's antiquated film indus- 
try. More importantly. Hell's Ground is truly inter- 
national in its sensibilities, which proves that 
sometimes a slasher’s blade can cut deeper than 
cultural differences. % 
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King OF THE Witches 



MAILABLE 01 DVD JUNE 24 


“All I Touch, 

I Corrupt.” 


Simon Sinestrari is a modern day warlock. 

After being picked up for vagninc)', Simon spends a night in jail with Turk (George Paulsin), 
a young hustler with connections to powerful people such as Hercules (Gerald York), an 
aging hipster who hires Simon to work one of his groovy parties. There he meets Linda 
(Brenda Scott), the DAs pill-popping daughter. In-between romantic dalliances and 
colorful sex-magik ceremonies, Simon must contend with those who dare to challenge his 
magical prowess, eventually forcing him to summon the dark forces of revenge and murder. 
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dhedkRRIICE KESSLER 

Available at local retailers or online at www.darkskyfilms.com 
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THESHORT-UVED OF THE lATE 1800s 

ATTACKED VICTORIAN SENSIBIUTIES WITH EQUAL PARTS NIHIUSM 
AND GROTESQUE IMAGERT. PRESENTING A SPOTUGHT ON 
ONE OF UTERATURE’S LEAST KNOWN SUBGENRES. 
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FEAST of 




BY RICHARD GAVIN 





hey penned litanies to Satan and revelled in taies of necrophilia and 
cultural depay: they attacked respectable society with their excess- 
es and- ainbral%, and when critics condemned their writings as 
“decadent," this "band of authors took up the insuit like a banner, 
transforming their individual blasphemies into a fully realized literary move- 
ment. 

Though the names of Decadence’s key contributors - Charles Baudelaire, 
Victor Hugo and Oscar Wilde, to name a few - are familiar to those with a 
knowledge of 19th-century literature, the movement itself remains relative- 
ly obscure. 

Spawned in France at the twilight of the 19th century (its peak was from 
1887 to 1900), Decadence was a literary attack on Europe’s lofty faith in 
human progress and civility. Fuelled by books such as The Decline and Fall 
of the Roman Empire by Edward Gibbon, the Decadent movement champi- 
oned the notion that every culture, however refined, holds the seeds of its 
own inevitable demise and that the world was in a state of irrevocable decay 
(“decadence” is derived from the Latin cadere, meaning “to fall”). Humani- 
ty’s optimism for a brighter future was considered naive and deceitful by 
Decadent writers who set out to shatter the public’s delusions with tales and 
poems that extolled the virtues of horror and despair, Unlike their Romantic 
predecessors. Decadent authors despised the notion that nature was inher- 
ently good; they considered it to be as cruel and futile as civilization. Deca- 
dence concerned itself solely with indulgence, artifice and grotesqueness. 
These were the stimuli to heighten their existence upon a dull and miserable 
Earth. 

Although Decadence remains one of horror literature’s least known sub- 
genres, It no doubt would’ve faded even further into the mists of history were 
it not for academic and author Brian Stableford. Regarded as Ihe pre-emi- 


nent scholarof Decadence, he has edited two anthotogfes of literature frdml^*^ 
the original- movement, The’hedalus'Book of Decadence: Mml Rufhs'md 
The Second Dedalus Book of Decadence! The Dtack-Feast^and'pBh^^^''')'^ 
own volume of contemporary deyiances, Salome arid Other Decadeni-Fah^ 
tasies. ' ■ 

“[Decadence] just struck a psychological chord when I first ran acr(® it 
in my teens,” Stableford tells Rue Morgue. “That was presumablya measure' ^ - 
of the extent of my alienation and my intrinsic urge to disagree wife 
thing everyone else said, especially the things they thought obvious and •“ 
unchallengeable.” 

In order to express their grotesque aesthetic and unflinchingly pessimistic 
worldview, the Decadents adopted a defiantly baroque prose style for their 
work and chose to perpetuate a wholly amoral message. 

“The definition of 'decadent style' that served as a guide for the writers of 
the Decadent movement was provided by Theophile Gautier in the third 
(posthumous) edition of Baudelaire’s The Flowers of Evil,” he explains. “In 
brief, the thesis is that as a civilization grows old and approaches its histor- 
ical terminus, its literature becomes deliberately perverse, ornately artificial, 
conspicuously exotic and deeply cynical; having lost faith in everything and 
finding reality insipid, its authors boldly go beyond mere disillusionment in 
search of new and stranger illusions, whose very falsity is the essence of 
their appeal.” 

Never was the art-for-art's-sake falsity more fully realized in the Decadent 
movement than in J.K. Huysmans’ 1884 novel, A rebours (ak.a. Against 
Naturd). Often regarded as a primer of the movement. Against Nature exem- 
plifies Stableford’s theory that “nobody ever saw a Decadent poet in a mod- 
est mood” through its story of one aesthete’s (a connoisseur of the arts who 
has an indifference to practicality) flamboyant defiance of his society. The 
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# MUCH DECADENT FICTION IS HORROR FICTION OF A 

SORT, BUT HORROR IS REGARDED THEREIN AS A GOOD 
THING, BECAUSE IT IS AN ANTIDOTE TO FATAL TEDIUM. 




character flees the vulgarity of modem Parisian 
life by marooning himself in a private room, his 
“museum of taste.” Here, he locks out the drab- 
ness of the workaday world, indulges his cravings 
for art and literature, grows poisonous flowers 
and experiments with embedding gemstones in 
the shell of living tortoise, which inevitably kills it. 

More of the movement’s “deliberate perver- 
sion” can be seen in tales such as Jean Lorrain’s 
“The Glass of Biood,” in which a wealthy gov- 
erness perpetuates a tradition of guiding young 
children on a tour of an abattoir to watch calves 
being bled white. Such caustic images shocked 
and repelled the readers of the day, thus cement- 
ing Decadence’s place in horror history. 

“Much Decadent fiction is horror fiction of a 
sort, but horror 1s regarded therein as a good 
thing, because; it is an antidote to fatal tedium. 
Baudelaire’s ‘Le Voyage’ - one of the movement’s 
key exemplars - suggests that when the termi- 
nally frustrated voyager eventually looks in a mir- 
ror he will see himself as he really is: ‘an oasis of 
horror in a desert of ennui.’” says Stableford, who 
is quick to point out, however, that not all late 
19th-century stories of depravity and dread fit 
into this specialized niche. “Horror fiction that 
attempts to frighten or disgust its readers is not 
Decadent. Decadent prose fiction does not go in 
for happy endings and is contemptuous of the 
conventional sense of tragedy [which typically 
lacks humour], so conte cruel endings that cele- 
brate the blackly comic ‘irony of fate’ tend to be 
Its favoured means of closure.” 

While detractors of the Decadent movement 
dismiss it as simply an outgrowth of the inherent 
; tensions of a dying century - the anxieties of a 
changing and uncertain future that seem to rear 
their ugly head whenever eras draw to a close - 
Stebleford resists the claim that Decadence was 
merely a sign of the times. 

“Nothing springs into being without prece- 
dent,” he advises, “so you can find various Deca- 
dent elements in 18th-century literature. Nine- 
teenth-century literary Decadence evolved out of 
the gloomy and cynical side of Romanticism, 
which was why the accusation of decadence was 
levelled at people like Byron and Hugo, but its 
essential perversity goes back at least as far as 
[19th-century philosopher Jean-JacqCies] 
Rousseau and the many writers influenced by 
■ him.” 

The turn of the century marked the end of the 
' onginal Decadent wave. By that time the move- 
ment, which had begun in France and went on to 


inspire authors in Germany, Great Britain and 
other parts of Europe, had fizzled. Oscar Wilde 
had become a martyr to the cause when he was 
imprisoned for two years on a charge of “gross 
indecency” related to his flamboyant and 
scathing writings. Decency seemed, at the time, 
to have triumphed over Decadence. 

“Once 1 900 was out of the way, the movement 
fizzled out, and Decadent style and content were 
banished to the hinterlands of fashionableness, 
although Surrealism took some of its key aspects 
a step further. Certain aspects of Decadent phi- 
losophy - its love of artificiality and moral cyni- 
cism - simply became normal.” 

When asked why the movement waned, Sta- 
bleford notes, “It was a Decadent movement, how 
could it not die out? The whole thing was a pro- 
tracted deathbed , scene, obsessed with its own 
lack of a future.” 

But the flame was hot entirely extinguished. In 
addition to acting as a bridge between Romanti- 
cism and the later Symbolist' and Surrealist 
movements. Decadence was also imported by the 
cosmic horror authors of the early 20th century. 
H.P. Lovecraft, Clark Ashton Smith, and others 
combined the lavish atmospherics and sepulchral 
glamour of Decadence with their own mytholo- 
gies of grim elder gods. The intended effect of this 
aichemical blend of literary devices was to stir 
feelings of both terror and awe in the reader. 

“Although Lovecraftian fiction remains a 
relatively esoteric enclave within the 
genre, It has proved astonishingly tena- 
cious in maintaining a cult following, 
says Stableford, who points out that 
Decadence continues to be perpet- 
uated to this day, if only sporadi- 
cally. ; 

His own Decadent novels The 
Curse of the Coral Bride 
(Immanion Press) and The 
New Faust at the Tragi- 
comique (Black Coat Press) 
join other small press-pub- 
lished works from Jessica 
Amanda Salmonson and 
Thomas Ligotti to keep the 
movement on the radar. 

As humanity continues to 
plod along in thia contempo- 
rary age of Green' politics 
(which seem to have resur- 
rected the Romanticist idea 
that nature is inherently good) 


and mass consumerism, our current milieu in 
many ways mirrors that of the late 1 9th centu- 
ry. Is it possible that a new wave of Decadence 
can emerge in the new millennium? 

"A new Decadent movement would be rather 
superfluous,” claims Stableford. “With respect 
to the ongoing apocalypse, nobody is doing 
anything except putting everything off until 
tomorrow while they lie back and enjoy the last 
gasps of our version of civilization. No Deca- 
dent, of course, would have approved of the 
mass production of artifice, because Decadent 
philosophy regards artifice as a key means of 
individuation, but no Decadent would be sur- 
prised by it. And every Decadent would be 
greatly amused by the way in which the ‘natur- 
al’ has been turned into a mass-produced com- 
modity Just as cheap and even nastier than ail 
the rest.” 

Whether or not we are actu'aliy experiencing 
the decline of the Westfis-'-debafeble. But for 
every dream of an'eco-perfec't, harmonious 
future there will always be a Decadent night- 
mare to counterbalance it. The shadow at mid- 
day or the skull behind the smiling face;-lhis rs,. 
the undying spirit of Decadence. % 


Oscar Wilde 
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Nt;irt'-Dame dc i^aris (The Hunchhack of Notre Dame) 

Victor Hugo 

This classic of world fiction is also one of the pio- 
neering Decadent novels. So famous that its plot »a| 
needn’t be relayed here - suffice it to say that 
Hugo’s Quasimodo is every bit the tragic figure m 
we’ve seen depicted by masters like Lon Chaney 
Sr. The impetus for this novel was Hugo's outrage at 
France's attempts to “modernize” its most famous ‘ft ^ 
cathedral. ‘ 


Shapes iji the Fire - 1896 
The Porpi; ‘ loud - 1901 

M.P. Shlel 

These are the most extreme examples of English 
Decadent style. Shell’s work is marked by dream- 
like visuals and lush prose. These books hover in the 
area between high fantasy, horror and Decadence. 


[SHAPES IN THfFlll£ | 

Monsieur de Phocas - 1901 
Jean Lorrain 

Along with the grotesque, French Decadence also 
relished black humour. This grimly comedic novel 
details the mental unravelling of its titular character. 
Also recommended for hallucinatory terror is Lor- 
rain’s Nightmares of an Ether-Drinker. 


■The Masque of the Red Death’" - 1842 

Edgar Allan Poe 

Poe was the great pioneer of the Decadent style and world-view in the 
English language. Never was his fantastical and morbid imagination bet- 
ter manifested than in this immortal tale of the plague and social stratifi- 
cation. 


The Dcdalus Book of Decadence: i^loral Ruins - 1990 
The Second Dedalus Book of Decadence; 

The Black \ -1992 

Brian Stableford, ed. 

This two-volume series offers samplings from every major Decadent 
writer of the 19th century as well as insightful introductory essays by 
Brian Stableford. Both books feature a superlative selection of stories 
and poems, some of which appear in English for the first time. From gal- 
lows humour to outright horror, these anthologies are the best Decadent 
education money can buy. . 


iA Fleurs du .Mai 
(The Flowers of £!\ il) - 1857 

Charles Baudelaire 

A banquet of Baudelaire’s finest poems that explore 
darkness, despair and decay, including his notorious 
“Litanies of Satan.” As one of Decadence’s patron fig- 
ures, Baudelaire is deemed essential for anyone inter- 
ested in the movement. 
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\ rebours (Against Nature) - 1884 

Joris-Karl Huysmans 

Though this novel offers little in the way of outra- 
geous horror, its sumptuous prose and acerbic wit 
make for compelling reading. An excellent Introduc- 
tion to Decadent philosophy and aesthetics. 


The Dedalus Book of French Horror: 
The !9fh Century - 1998 
Terry Hale, ed. 

This is the book Hue Morgue fiends will 
hunger for. This anthology focuses solely on 
the grotesque strand of storytelling that inter- 
twined thoroughly with the original wave of 
French Decadents. From Dumas to Maupas- 
sant, Baudelaire to Lorrain, this hefty volume 
is a garden of morbid delights. These tales 
are gleefully gruesome, often akin to the 
plays of the Grand Guignol and EC Comics of 
the 1950s. 


THE DEDALUS BOOK I 
FIH.NJGH HORUOR; 


Monsieur N'enus 1884 

Rachilde (a.k.a. Marguerite Vallette-Eymery) 

A panorama of sexuality is demonstrated in this 
novel of liberated eroticism from one of the few female 
Decadents. Necrophilia, gender reversal, drugs and 
the quest for a “perfect lover” infuse this powerful, 
groundbreaking novel. 


Salome and other Decadent 
Fantasies - 20G t 

Brian Stableford 

This volume of short fiction is an excellent 
demonstration of how the Decadent tone is 
still a rich and vital form of storytelling. Sta- 
bieford draws upon his extensive knowledge 
of the genre to create Decadent lore for the 
new millennium. 


Bn3?m STflBLEFOIlL 


"1 he Decay of Lying” 1889 
The Picture of Dorian Gray - 1 89 1 
Oscar Wilde 

While “The Decay of Lying” can be seen as a kind of 
manifesto for English Decadence, the classic The Pic- 
ture of Dorian Gray remains the most important English 
Decadent novel. The central aesthete’s stance is 
expressed well in this foreboding phrase from the story; 
“Those who go beneath the surface do so at their peril . ” 
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DARREN LYNN BOUSMAN HAS LEFT THE SA FRANCHISE FOR GOTHIER 
PASTURES WITH REPO! THE GENETIC OPER: . a futuristic fairy 
TALE musical FEATURING EVERYTHING FROM ORGAN REPOSSESSION TO 
PARIS HILTON. NOW ALL HE HAS TO DO IS GET IT INTO THEATRES. 



BY SEAN PLUMMER 
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arren Lynn Bousman has a problem. 
The director responsible for Saw II 
through IV has made a movie called 
Repo! The Genetic Opera which is, by 
his own admission, indescribable. To a 
movie studio, “indescribable ' translates as 
“unmarketable.” So Rue Morgue was invited to 
screen a work print of the film. The idea: to 
give some feedback which might help Twisted 
Pictures and Lionsgate (the companies 
behind the Saw franchise) wrap their heads 
around Bousman’s weird little movie. 

It’s not easy. Repo! is a bizarre musical 
' set in a near-future where a worldwide 
epidemic of organ failures has made 
biotech company GeneCo all-powerful. 
Yes, they have saved humanity by selling 
healthy organs, but GeneCo’s body parts 
cost an arm and a leg (pardon the pun), 
leading many to default on their pay- 
ments and face the wrath of the com- 
pany's scalpel-wielding Repo Man 
{Buffy the Vampire Slayer's Anthony 
Head), who reclaims organs without 
the benefit of anaesthetic. 

“I dare anyone to compare it with 
. anything,” challenges Bousman, 
when interviewed after the screen- 
ing. “You really can’t. You can t say 
it’s like Rocky Horror Picture Show. 
It's realty not. You can't say it’s like 
Moulin Rouge. It’s really not. It is so 
outeide of description. It’s like, who do 
' you appeal to? Do you appeal to the 

horror crowd? There’s violence in it, 


but it’s not really horror. Do you appeal to the 
drama crowd? There’s drama in it, but it’s not 
really drama. Is it a comedy? Not really. So who 
do you appeal to?” 

The movie is based on a musical written by LA 
musicians Darren Smith and Terrance Zdunich, 
which Bousman directed for the stage back in 
2002. Word of mouth helped stretch the original 
run from a handful of scheduled performances to 
months, including an off-Broadway stint. Bous- 
man then went on to make the Sawsequels. but 
he never forgot about Repo! During production of 
Saw IV, he shot a ten-minute version of it with 
actor Michael Rocker (Slither), as the Repo Man, 
and Saw cast members, including series regular 
Shawnee Smith. Bousman used it to sell Twisted 
Pictures on a full-length Repo! movie. They 
agreed and filming commenced last fall InToron- 
tO- 

On a set visit last October, Rue Morgue 
stepped inside the Repo! world: dark and claus- 
trophobic like Saw but otherwise dissimilar. We 
see the Repo Man’s practice room, filled with 
hanging plastic-wrapped bodies, a props room 
stocked with all manner of realistic-looking 
organs, and a live set populated by odd and 
colourful extras. They are gathered for a scene 
involving GeneCo head Rotti Largo (Goodfellas' 
Paul Sorvino) cutting the ribbon to the titular 
Genetic Opera alongside company figurehead 
Blind Mag (classical music diva Sarah Bright- 
man), a singer with artificial eyes. Behind them 
are Largo’s sons Luigi (The Devil's Rejects' Bill 
Moseley) and Pavi (Skinny Puppy vocalist Nivek 
Ogre). Oh, and then Paris Hilton walks by. 




Yes, Paris Hilton, Bousman has cast Hilton 
(House of Wf'ax) as Rotti Largo’s spoiled daughter 
Amber Sweet, a “scalpel slut” addicted to plastic 
surgery and Zydrate, a black market painkiller 
extracted from the brains of the dead. The irony of 
her casting has not been lost on Zdunich. 

“It is kind of like art imitating life, life imitating 
art, however you want to look at it,” he says. 
“That’s why Paris is perfect because [Repo!\ is 
about this notion of celebrity, trying to look the 
best you can. And always being the centre of 
attention is a big part of this whole story. ’’ 

Of her odd casting, Hilton says, “1 love prov- 
ing people wrong. I know people have a lot of 
preconceived notions about me. That’s not real- 
ly who I am, so I’m hoping by this movie to 
answer that" Bousman adds, incredulously: “I 
just love the fact that we have Paris Hilton and 
Sarah Brightman in a scene together.” Indeed, 
cast camaraderie is palpable at the following 
day’s press conference, with the sweetest 
moment coming from veteran actor Sorvino, 
complimenting first-time actor Ogre on his 
"moving, marvellous, ethereal” performance. 
It's a strange behind-the-scenes moment for a 
strangely cast film. 

"This is what’s so beautiful about- all ?hese 
parts,” notes Brightman, who is also making 
her movie debut in Repo! “For all the comedy in 
it and all the gore and everything else, the 
characters are very real. They’ve all got their 
histories. There’s a huge amount of depth and 
layers in these characters.” 

As to the gore, the print we saw was chock- 
a-block with defiled corpses, spilled viscera 
and depravity. Yet Repo! is nothing like the 
atrocities captured in Bousman’s previous 
work. 

“This isn’t Saw,” he states flatly. “The vio- 
lence in Saw is in your face, just-trying-to-dis- 
gust kind of violence. There is more violence, I 
would say, in this movie than people are 
expecting. Like, for example, our brother, Luigi 
Largo, every time he’s onscreen, he’s killing 
people and ripping parts of their bodies out. 
And my man Ogre over here wears people’s 
faces - he rips 
their faces off 
and wears 
them! And 
Repo Man 
repossesses 
organs all 


the dead to make Zydrate. :!)elow_ ---.e 
The Repo Man (A::!':uny Head) ai work. 

week we had sell-out crowds. We ended up 
extending our stay by months because people kept 
hearing about it and wanted to see the weirdness.” 

Key to selling Repo!, Bousman believes, will be 
making sure audiences know what they’re getting 
into. “The majority of the population are meat-and- 
potatoes-type people. Now, I don’t like sushi. In 
fact, I hate sushi, but I know a lot of people who 
love sushi. We made sushi. This is not going to 
appeal to a meat-and-potatoes-type guy.” 

Getting the music out 
there will also be manda- 
tory for Repots success, of 
course. “I think it’s very 
important for people to 
understand the music 
prior to going in. If we 
release ten tracks before 
the [movie] comes out and 
everyone knows those ten 
tracks, they’ll love those 
ten tracks. Some people 
will connect with the 
music, other people won’t. 
But I think those who have 
heard the music are going 
to love the movie.” 

There’s also no denying Repots potential cult 
appeal, whether by its odd casting (Paris! Ogre! 
Brightman!) or soundtrack (which boasts contribu- 
tions from members of Nine Inch Nails, Bauhaus 
and Rasputina, among others). But will it ascend to 
Rocky Horror-style adulation? Time will tell. 

“Repo! was a battle from the day of inception all 
the way to today,” explains Bousman. “People know 
me from the Sawfilms, [but] it’s all they’ve seen. As 
a film lover, i don't want to rent sequels, I don’t 
want to rent remakes. I want to find the next new 
thing.” >- 
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quick-tempered Luigi Largo ft 

throughout the movie. Grave-Robber [Zdunich’s 
.character] is in piles of dead bodies, rolling 
•’around in them. It’s violence, but it’s very comic 
violence, it's tongue-in-cheek violence. I think 
it’s the kind of violence you’re going to smile at, 
not regurgitate at.” 

Fair enough. But questions lingered as to how 
this odd mixture of horror, science fiction, come- 
dy, drama and music would gel. Five months 
later, the lights dim in a Toronto production facil- 
ity and Bousman 
unspools a near-final 
cut of Repo! Even with 
unfinished sound (cru- 
cial to appreciating the 
music and dialogue) 
and visual effects, it’s 
obvious that audiences 
will either love or hate 
Dialogue is sung, 
not spoken, and the 
mix of genres is truly 
unprecedented. Unfa- 
miliarity with Repots 
57 songs also hinders 
an emotional connec- 
tion to the characters 
on the first viewing - alt of which will be big 
stumbling blocks on the way to it finding its audi- 
ence. (There is no release date as of press time.) 

Bousman acknowledges the hurdles he faces 
in getting Repo! into theatres, but points out that 
he, Smith and Zdunich had the same trouble get- 
ting the original musical seen. 

“We started in a black box theatre in Los 
Angeles that fit 90 people," he recalls, “and at 
the first show, we had four people in the audi- 
ence. Next thing we knew, those four people 
told a bunch of people, those people told a 
bunch of people, and by the end of the first 


i THINK IT’S THE 
KIND OF VIOLENCE 
YOU’RE GOING TO 
SMILE AT, NOT 
REGURGITATE AT. 
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The Ruins: Bloodier, ballsier and better tharj the average teen horror flick. 
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HiiD YOUR MEXICAN CABBIE! 


IHE RUINS 

starring Jonathan Tucker, Jena Malone 
and Shawn Ashmore 
Directed by Carter Smith 
Written by Scott Smith 
DreamWorks 

“Four Americans on vacation don’t just dis- 
appear!” Memo to Jeff, our pretty boy hero: 
actually, they do, especially in Mexico. They 
might not usually get attacked by cannibalis- 
tic plants, shot by superstitious peasants or 
left for dead at the bottom of wells, but there 
are enough travel advisories out there to know 
that when a taxi driver doesn’t want to drive 
you somewhere, maybe it’s a sign you should 
Just spend another day at the swim-up bar. Of 
course, then we w'ouldn’t have The Ruins, the 
latest entry in an unwelcome subgenre that's 
growing like bad w'eeds: hot young travellers 
in peril. 

Lucky for this one, it’s based on a Stephen 
King-approved bestselling novel by Scott 
Smillr. For fans of the book, the film adapta- 
.ijioa stays respectably true to the story, even if 
^^^fc^re’.actions are switched up a bit. The 



Stacy, Jeff and Eric, four white Americans in 
Cancun who spend the first useless ten min- 
utes of the film in a requisite swimsuit-frol- 
icking scene before setting off with a Gennan 
backpacker (who might as well be wearing a 
red Siar Trek uniform) to explore a remote 
Mayan archeological site, despite repeated 
warnings not to. They get more than Kodak 
moments when they finally arrive and are 
forced by a mob of locals to the top of a tem- 
ple strewn with clues of past horrors. 

While predictable and suffering from a lack 
of compelling viewpoints, The Ruins actually 
becomes a pretty gniesome and terrifying 
film for a w'hile when the friends confront 
their psychological and physical breakdowns. 
Some key parts of the book arc difficult to 
depict on screen without being goofy, but the 
filmmakers make up for it with graphic, 
extended scenes of self-mutilation and ampu- 
tation that crawl under your skin like the mys- 
terious killing vine the trailers and posters 
have so conveniently ruined for the non-book 
audience. More than just Turistas crossed 
with Little Shoppe of Horrors, The Ruins 
addresses contemporary paranoias - vimscs. 
ecology, foreigners - but douses them in 
buckets of blood. A cut, sitip and slash above 
the usual teen multiplex fare. 

Liisa Ladouceur 


ASEXKCTBI 

PiM NIEBI 

Starring Brittany Snow, Scott Porter 
and Jessica Stroup 
Directed by Nelson McCormick 
Written by J.S. Cardone 
Alliance 

Released in the midst of the first slasher 
wave, the original Prom Night is sort of like 
the Ramones of the subgenre, in that its pop- 
ularity far outweighs its skill. But unlike the 
Ramones. Prom Night basieally sucked, mak- 
ing it the perfect candidate for an in-narae- 
only remake: everyone recognizes the title but 
no one’s going to care if you muck around 
with the material. Unfortunately, P?vm Night 
2.0 is so anemic, it barely even qualifies as a 
horror movie. 

The film opens with our protagonist. Donna 
{Brittany Snow), suffering through her trade- 
mark tortured heroine 
past, as her entire family is 
murdered by an obsessed 
high school teacher 
(played by The Forsak- 
en's Johnathon Schaech). 

Three years later, she’s all 
better and getting her hair 
ready for the prom with 
her pretty, rjeh-kid 
friends. Not surprisingly, 
our killer, now clean-cut and looking like 
Pierce Brosnan. escapes the psych ward and 
shows up at the hotel where the prom is being 
held for some PG-rated carnage. 

Given its premise and young supcrmodel- 
looking cast. Prom Night is presumably 
aimed at a teen, or even preteen, audience. If 
that’s the case, writer J.S. Cardone and direc- 
tor Nelson McCormick (the duo behind the 
upcoming Stepfather remake) don’t think 
much of teenagers. There’s no mystery to the 
story, the characters are one-dimensional 
morons (when Donna’s aunt and uncle hear 
that her stalker has escaped, they decide not to 
go get her from the hotel!), the dialogue is 
pulled straight from the pages of Tiger Beat 
and the murders are free of suspense and 
blood. 





r 
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Prom Night isn’t a horror film as much as 
it’s a training bra for horror fans. The average 
prime-lime drama has more scares, more sus- 
pense and more violence. Senior prom is a 
once in a lifetime event; if your night has 
come and gone, you’ve likely already gradu- 
ated from this class of horror movie. 

Aaron Von Lupton 

KUROSAWA IS AS 
KUROSAWA DOES 


BETBIBOIIDN 

Starring Koji Yakusho, Manami Konishi 
and Tsuyoshi Ifiara 

Written and directed by Kiyoshi Kurosawa 
Lionsgate 



Retribution: Noboru (Koji Yakusho) examines a corpse at the morgue. 


The cities are crumbling, ghosts hide in the 
shadows and everyone is disconnected from 
everyone else - this is the cinematic night- 
mare world of Kiyoshi Kurosawa. The direc- 
tor has explored themes of urban decay, the 
cryptic return of the past and social estrange- 
ment in modern-day Japan throughout a good 
chunk of his 25-plus title filmography • most 
notably in the horror films Cure and Pulse - 
and Retribution continues these themes, 
albeit with the usual mix of frustration and 
rewards for viewers of his challenging work. 

Coming well after anyone (outside of 
slack-jawed studio pitchmen) is still interest- 
ed in scary ghost women, the movie secs the 
filmmaker taking a tired premise and adding 
a few twists and enough languid atmosphere 
to fill a well. Kurosawa regular Koji Yakusho 
stars as Nobonj. a beaten-down detective 
investigating the drowning of a woman in a 
red dress. She's discovered face-down in a 
(fresh water) puddle at a landfill site, her 
lungs surprisingly full of salt water. Stranger 
yet. he discovers what seems to be a button 
from one of his own coats at the murder 
scene. A similar crime seems to fuilher 
implicate him, however, this lime there’s a 
clear-cut killer who confesses. Funher layers 
and complications come in the 
form of unnerving visits from the 
dead woman in the red dress, 

Noburo’s unnaturally distant girl- 
friend and the ruins of a long-aban- 
doned sanitarium that may hold the 
key to a mystery (one that contains 
shades of Cure). 

What sounds on paper like a pot- 
boiler of a supernatural police pro- 
cedural (don't sprain your tongue 
on that one), is actually a medita- 
tive exercise in creeping dread with 
bursts of ghostly terror. Kurosawa 
shows he's capable of uncanny scares almost 
on par with Pulse, but here he's really more 
interested in devastating unease in the fonn 
of his trademark shadowy ruined interiors 


and crumbling exteriors (beautifully shot by 
Akiko Ashizawa), long, tense lakes and 
supernatural ambiguity (the persistent 
ghost's murky intentions recall Seance). 

Retribution also illustrates the director’s 
tendency to frustrate expectations, though, so 
less patient viewers may want to slick to the 
faster-paced thrills and clear narratives of 
mainstream shockers. Kiyoshi Kurosawa 
doesn't build worlds for horror fans; some- 
times he just lets us visit his lonely, haunted 
landscapes. If you prefer gradual chills over 
macabre thrills, this one’s better than another 
trip to the J-hoiTor well. 

Dave Alexander 

DIGGING FOR DREGK 

IBE m BOBSE 

Starring Gina Philips, Alex Hassell 

and Kellie Shirley 

Directed by Curtis Radclyffe 

Written by Curtis Radclyffe and Marc Zakian 

New Line 

As horror fans, we’re a hungry lot. but not a 
star\'ing one. The frequency of flimsy plots. 

unoriginal concepts, paint- 
by-numbers direction, 
overused style and over- 
wrought perfomiances is 
spreading just like the bad 
rash of straight-to-DVD 
horror that not only 
increasingly disappoints 
but cheapens the whole 
genre. The release of 
movies such as The Sick 
Hoii.se makes it painfully 
evident that North Ameri- 
can distributors will mar- 
ket just about anything even remotely close 
to the genre. 

The film stars easy-on-the-eyes Gina 
Philips (Jeepers Creepers, Dead & Break- 



fast) as Anna, a feisty excavator unearthing 
the remains of a condemned 17th-century 
plague hospital. With the building marked 
for demolition. Anna has one last chance to 
dig around in it before the city drops the 
plunger on the place. Predictably, she 
becomes locked in for the night with four 
distressed punks that are there for a good 
time, not a long time. They unknowingly 
awaken the spirit of an evil plague doctor 
associated with a rogue faction of unholy 
men known as the Cult of the Black Priests. 
Conveniently, the fivesome’s digging 
around summons a re-enactment of five of 
his most merciless tortures. 

The faux tension runs high as the lot of 
them gets serendipitously picked off one at 
a time. The situation gets a little wiggy once 
the pregnant Joolz (Kellie Shirley) falls vic- 
tim to rituals from the past playing out in 
the present, but for the most part, it’s cliches 
by the shovelful. There is some redemption 
in the film’s Donnie Darko-tsque ending 
but not nearly enough to excuse the first 80 
minutes of cheap scares that only manage to 
muster, if anything, listless indifference. 

That shoddy efforts like The Sick House 
clog the mass-market arteries enough to 
impede the release of truly horrific original 
films is a real plague. 

Trevor Tuminski 

AVENGING ANGEie 


BABBIEE 

Starring Andy Whitfield, Dwaine Stevenson 

and Samantha Noble 

Directed by Shane Abbess 

Written by Matt Hylton Todd and Shane Abbess 

Sony 

And the angels smiled upon him... 

Gabriel, the directorial debut of Aus- 
tralian filmmaker Shane Abbcs.s, was inatie 
for AUSSI50,000. with the entire cast an^ 
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ZOMSIE TOWIf 

Artist View Entertainment 

Thank you Zombie Town for renewing my faith in the future of horror movies. 

First-time director Damon Lemay delivers a polished, professional-looking 
low-budget film reminiscent of Shaun of the Dead and Slither. Parasitic slugs 
are infecting the inhabitants of a New England town and transforming every- 
one they come in contact with into mindless zombies intent on destroying 
everyone and everything in sight. With the town cut off from ttie outside 
world and the police force in ruins, it’s up to a slacker mechanic, his ex-girlfriend and a wise- 
cracking snowplow driver to save the day. Featuring solid acting, tight, witty dialogue and incred- 
ible gore effects, including a granny bingo hall massacre, this one... waitaminute, why are you 
still reading this? Just go watch it already! 

Body Count: 66 
Zombie Count: 70 


crew agreeing to defer payment in the hopes 
that the film would make money upon 
release. Having completed a rough cut with- 
out special effects, the producers took it to 
Sony Australia, which agreed to finance the 
completion of the film and pick it up for 
domestic and international distribution. For- 
tunately for the filmmakers, it went on to 
make more than a million dollars at the Aus- 
tralian box office, and was then released 
internationally. 

Meshing Christian mythology with mod- 
ern-day goth aesthetics, the film tells the 
story of the Archangel Gabriel, who has come 
down from heav- 
en to purge purga- 
tory of the fallen 
angels who have 
assumed control. 

Gabriel’s purging 
tool of choice is a 
very un-angelic 
automatic hand- 
gun that he makes 
frequent and gra- 
tuitous use of. 

The influence 
of the Under- 
world and Matrix 
films weighs heavily on Gabriel’s shoulders 
and, unfortunately, the film also shares those 
films’ penchant for slow, talky, didactic 
scenes. Of course, when you get a bunch of 
angels together in a room, what are they 
going to talk about, last night’s episode of 
Australian Idoll No, you’re going to hear a 
lot of ultimatums flying around and there’s 
gonna be a lot of damnation and eternity 
hanging in the balance. Given the profound 
nature of their conversations, the perfor- 
mances in the film are leaden and earnest, 
weighing down the story and making the 
many dialogue sequences slide along at a 
glacial pace. 

Regardless of its miniscule budget, howev- 
er, the visuals arc impressive, and between 
the design and the cinematography the film 
certainly looks beautiful. The action scenes 
are choreographed well and it’s good news 
for filmmakers everywhere that a movie with 
such modest financing can convincingly tell a 
story on such an epic scale without making a 
fool of itself. 

But once again, it all comes down to that 
one part of a movie that you can’t fix in post; 
the story. GabrieTa is simplistic, derivative 
and immature, clearly the work of a young 
filmmaker anxious to establish his serious- 
ness and importance. Had Abbess lightened 
up a little and had more fun with his premise, 
it might have made for a much more enjoy- 
able viewing experience. 

Jason Lapeyi c 
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THIS ISSUE: LANCE CAVORTS WITH CORPSES 
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BLB Media 

C’mon, with a title like Zombie Farm you just know it’s gonna be good! The j 

latest entry into the ever-growing slew of low-budget zombie-comedies fol- , j 

lows two FBI agents and a group of college kids who arrive in the California ' 

town of Muerto Verde just after Taliban terrorists have poisoned the water . 
supply and turned the local populace into flesh-munching stiffs. This wildly : 
entertaining film never takes itself too seriously and is loaded with buckets of - - • - 

gore and more rotters than you can shake a chainsaw at, including a hilarious zombified kids’ 
football team ftiat decides to take a bite out of the competition. Try watching it with the “audi- 
ence reaction” feature to make you feel like you’re sitting in a rowdy movie theatre. Sticky floors 
are optional. 

Body Count: 84 
Zombie Count: 97 


mmmi zombies fbom hell 

Westlake Entertainment 

Zombies and motocross go together about as well as peanuts and bubble 
gum, and both mixes leave a bad taste in the mouth. Honestly, does anyone 
even motocross anymore? This sucker is brought to us courtesy of the Cohen 
Brothers - the cinematic douchewads behind the travesty known as Zombies 
Gone Wild - and follows championship motocross rider Cody and his two 
friends as they’re stalked through the desert by a couple of zombie motocross 
riders and their small army of shufflers, all conjured up by Satan for some unknown reason, The 
entire film is plagued by shitty acting, shitty dialogue, shitty camerawork and even shiftier spe- 
cial effects. If you’re really that desperate to see someone lifeless on a motorbike, check out 
Vanilla Ice in Cool as Ice, yol 
Body Count; 14 
Zombie Count; 12 


38 RUE MORGUE 







f WINNER t f WINNER 

Vj. NYC HORROR jV ^ NYC HORROR W 


NTC HORROR AV Mi N 
'^AFILM FESTR'ALjJr ''SAH 

Zomb 


INOFFICIAL selection'^ 1^007 BEST SCREENPLAI^ 

f PHOENIX > i WINNER \ 


Angela (Gina Ramsden) is shot point biank by her boyfriend 
Josh (Joshua Nelson) and lives... In a world where the living 
and the dead co-exist, with people continuously finding ways to 
cope and look for answers. Zombie Anonymous meetings, 
look-alive ^ce creams, and all meat diners help the mortally 
challenged find their way in this bizarre society. ZA takes you 
on an unforgettable ride where life meets death, or does it? 


In 2002, renowned “Ghost Hunter”, CARTER SIMMS (Patti 
Tindall), was offered $5,000 to conduct a 3-day/3-night 
paranormal investigation of the infemous “Masterson 
House”. 20 years earlier. Minister Joseph Masterson and 
his femity were brutally murdered inside the home... What 
transpired is the most temfying and tragic paranormal 
investigation in the history of modem “Ghost Hunting". 







“Must See” New DVD Movies Offered at a Great Low Price 
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After nearly ten years and more than 80 interviews, 
director rvim “arone celebrates the memory of 
Lucio with a new documentary. 





T welve years after his death, legehdary Italiah gore director Lucio Fulci is more popular than h| evef 
was in life. Most of the films that have come to define the artist - his thrillers, gialli and hqrror'fil^ 

- have been restored to all their crimson glory for DVD. While he has been all but forgotten in bis 
homeland, in North America there is a generation of fans, who discovered Fulci on home video in the 
’80s, now preaching his gospel of grue through books, magazines and the internet. Mike Baronas, director of i 
Paura.-turf/oFu/c/flememberer/l/o/rrme f, is one of the faithful -to say the least. i; ’ j, 

"It was the cover of the Paragon VMS tape of The Gates of Hell that first drew me to Lucio," says! B^onas. */ 
“I was fifteen and had never experienced such an atmospheric nightmare. At the time, all I had beer] exposed, / 
to were Hollywood slashers. Never had I witnessed such glorious bloodshed. Lucio was a true maA in' this / 
regard. I've grown to appreciate the breadth of his career and the many different genres he worked in. He was 
a true craftsman." 


/ 


Much has been written about Fulci’s work, and there are numerous documentaries scattered amongst the 
many DVD releases of his films, but few of them offer insight into the man himself. For Paura, Baronas chose 
to present nearly four hours of personal reminiscences of Fulci, which were com- 
piled during the time he spent producing supplemental DVD material for Media 
Blasters’ Shriek Show line of Italian horror films, including such spaghetti splatter 
classics as Zombie, Beyond the Darkness and House on the Edge of the Park. 

"it was after I read Stephen Thrower’s Beyond ferrorthat realized I had to know 
more about who Lucio really was. The next logical step was to interview those he 
worked with,” explains Baronas. “The DVD is really an ancillary part of a massive 
book project I undertook with my then-business partner Kit Gavin. We have liter- 
ally hundreds of hours of audiotaped interviews with even more folks than appear 
on the disc, but to me the real crux of the whole project Is the one question we 
asked of everyone on camera for this disc, ‘What is your fondest memory of 
Lucio?”' 

With more than 80 interview segments ranging in length from 30 seconds to 
more than five minutes, the parade of Italian horror luminaries who speak about 
the Fulci they knew is staggering. From his peers (directors Ruggero Deodato. Umberto Lenzi, Michele Soavi), 
actors (Barbara Bouchet, Al Oliver, Franco Nero), and crew (Sergio Salvati, Fabio Frizzi, Dardano Sachetti), 
there emerges a vivid portrait of a learned man with a vulgar sense of humour and a disregard for personal 
hygiene who had a tempestuous personal life. His wife committed suicide, his relationships with his daugh- 
ters were rocky, and he suffered numerous health problems. The amount of work Baronas and Gavin put into 
getting these stories on camera is extraordinary in itself. 

"In all, we did eight trips to Italy, one to Spain, three to the UK, one to California and two to France. The 
hardest person to track down, and most rewarding, was Catriona MacColl {City of the Living Dead). She had 
been out of the acting realm for years and we relied on some misinformation from a fellow journalist that 
threw us off the path for quite some time. But Kit was a bloodhound when it came to tracking folks down 
and we eventually located her. She was running a little sandwich shop with her husband in a touristy village 
in France. She was - and still is - a real sweetheart.” 

Paura: Lucio Fulci Remembered Volume 1 is limited to 2500 copies, which are available directly from 
Baronas through pauraprod.com. He is already looking ahead to a second volume, while working on a com- 
panion book to the film. 

“There are still plenty of folks out there who have a tale to tell, and I’d like to dig further back for recol- 
lections from his comedies and musicals, though those date back some 40-plus years now. A complete 
overview on who Lucio was is my uitimate goal. He certainly deserves it.” 
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Love v^ilND LUNi^CV 



Starring Lynne Frederick, 

Stephanie Beacham and Jack Watson 
Directed by Pete Walker 
Written by David McGiiiivray 
and Murray Smith 
Redemption 

This first-class slice of British 
sleaze caused an uproar in the 
mental health community when it 
was originally released with the 
clever but controversial tagline. 
“Schizophrenia: When the left 
hand doesn't know who the right 
hand is killing!” It stars the beau- 
tiful and bouncy-bottomed Lynne 
Frederick {Vampire Circus) as 
socialite and figure-skating cham- 
pion Samantha, whose wedding 
celebrations are dampened by a complicat- 
ed domestic situation. You see, she’s in 
love with her husband Alan, but Alan wants 
to bang her best friend Beth (Stephanie 


Beacham from DracuJa A.D. 1972), how- 
ever Beth has the hots for Samantha’s psy- 
chiatrist. who, in turn, wants to bone 
Samantha herself And if this love quadran- 
gle isn’t confusing enough, the man (Jack 
Watson from Peeping Tom) who was sent 
to the nick for slicing up Samantha’s mum 
is back on the streets again and stalking her 
relentlessly, all while a 
mysterious, black- 
gloved killer cuts a trail 
of trauma through any- 
one who gets close to the 
blushing young bride. 
It’s 109 minutes of bare 
bums, slashed throats 
and plenty of the red. red 
vino on tap, courtesy of 
Britain’s Baron of Bru- 
tality, Pete Walker 
{House of Whipcord, 
Frightmare). 

But there’s also plenty of artistry in all of 
this arse-ogling. Schizo is beautifully shot 
in the fog-drenched climes of Northem 
England. Strange compositions capture the 






world askew, and the frenetic sound design 
expressively details the fractured mental 
states of both protagonist and antagonist. 
Although astute genre fans will see it com- 
ing from miles away, there’s a powerful 
Hitchcockian twist ending that completely 
subverts the class politics which themati- 
cally drive the film. Walker’s bourgeoisie 
arc contemptible, morally bankrupt indi- 
viduals and. surprisingly, it is the ex-con- 
vict and working man William Haskin 
(Watson) who emerges as the curiously 
sympathetic figure. 

Regrettably, a scant stills gallery and per- 
functory Pete Walker filmography are the 
only bonus features on this disc worth men- 
tioning. The lack of supplementary materi- 
als is a genuine shame because Schizo is 
vintage British trash at its most elegant and 
Walker remains one of England's most 
woefully underappreciated genre practi- 
tioners. 

Stuart F. Andrews 

sL^iisHeR schtIck 



starring Kristen Riter, Matt Goldsby 

and Richard Brando 

Written and directed by Mickey Rose 

Legend 

For almost as long as there have been 
slasher movies, there have been movies 
about slasher movies. Counting backwards 
we have Behind the Mask: The Rise of 
Leslie Vernon (2006), Scream (1996), Cut- 
ting Class (1989), and just months after 
Pamela Voorhees made her rounds at Camp 
Crystal Lake, the subgenre was already 
being parodied in Student Bodies, recently 
rescued from obscurity by Paramount and 
licensed to Legend Films. 

Opening the night of “Jamie Lee Curtis’ 
birthday.” Student Bodies dives straight 
into a Black Christmas/Halloween send-up 
as a heavy-breathing prank caller harasses a 
babysitter (literally drooling through the 
receiver) before killing her and her 
boyfriend (who were about to have sex, of 
course). The Breather’s murder weapon? A 
paper clip. It’s a hilarious scene, as the 
movie lampoons the usual cliches with 
glee: captions and arrows point to “door 
left unlocked” and a running body count 
meter pops up with each kill. Unfoitunate- 
ly it doesn’t last past the first twenty min- 
utes. 

Maybe it’s because there simply weren’t 
enough slashers made yet for a true parody 
(none of the franchises even really existed 
at that point), but for some reason as Stu-i' 
dent Bodies progresses, the less it actualiy^:,Vi 

MM 




!ta;rio with the subgenre and more with 
:^imteK4iirector. Mickey Rose’s oddball, 
jprobably drug-influenced, humour, 

Cages in point: The Breather’s other 
weapons include a chalkboard eraser and an 
eggplant (?!), and for some never-explained 
reason he always kills his male victims by 
tying them up in garbage bags. The 
whacked-out cast of characters includes a 
shop teacher who goes euphoric over horse- 
head bookends and a janitor played by a six- 
foot-three-inch. 90-pound, double-jointed 
actor known only as “The Stick” who pees 
in garbage cans and goes to football 
games with a blow-up doll. The movie 
never once tries to be scary, violent, or 
take itself seriously, instead piling on the 
nonsense until the audience has almost 
forgotten there’s supposed to be a killer on 
the loose. 

Though the only extra on Legend’s disc 
is a theatrical trailer, this is one of those 
films where the real bonus is the fact that it 
exists on DVD at all, so kudos to them for 
doing right and presenting it in widescreen 
with an impressive transfer. Whether or not 
Student Bodies is actually a good movie is 
inconsequential; this is one for the trophy 
wall in every slasherphilc’s tomb. 

Aaron Von Lupton 


The first slasher parody is riddled with goofy kills. 


MONDO M^lTTei 

WIEN'S PIISDN lUmSSACIlE |I383| 

Starring Laura Gemser, Gabriele Tinti 
and Cario De Mejo 
Directed by Bruno Mattei 
Written by Claudio Fragasso 
and Olivier Lefait 
Retro Shock-O-Rama 

Prolific Italian trash director Bruno Mat- 
tei, rest his soul, is rivalled only by Joe 
D’Amato for the title of Pope of Porn. His 
bonehcaded but technically competent soft- 
core classics include S.S. Girls, The Other 
Hell and Women 's Prison Massacre, which 
marks Mattei’s first foray into the popular 
women-in-prison genre. 

Laura Gemser reprises her signature role 
of intrepid reporter Emanuelle, which she 
had popularized in a loose series of erotic 
adventures made by D'Amato. In this film, 
she is serving a prison sentence after being 
framed by a corrupt district attorney. Her 


daily battle for survival in a penitentiary 
where thigh-high stockings are part of the 
uniform (the supplier even gets a credit!) is 
interrupted when four dangerous male cons 
on the way to death row are brought to the 
prison by steely lawman Harrison (Carlo De 
Mejo) after their convoy is ambushed. 
While being put into a cell, the cons over- 
whelm the guards and take Har- 
rison and the warden (Loiraine 
De Selle) hostage, demanding a 
load of cash, a getaway car, and 
a plane to take them out of the 
country. 

While waiting for their ulti- 
matum to be met, the sexual 
sociopaths, led by Crazy Boy 
(Gabriele Tinti), find them- 
selves in the proverbial candy store 
and waste no time getting their freak on! 
Meanwhile, the police mount an unsuccess- 
ful raid that ends in a bloody pile of prison- 
ers and cops. Tension mounts and plots are 
hatched as the deadline set by Crazy Boy 
gets ever closer. 

There’s the requisite full-frontal nudity, 
catfights and lesbian hijinks, but in an odd 
turn of events, Gemser, who is renowned for 
getting naked, never takes her clothes off, 
while De Selle, who usually plays demure 
characters, is stripped down to garters and 
stockings. Plenty of blood is splashed about. 


especially in a righteous round of Russian 
roulette and a razor blade/cork/vagina gag 
lifted from Rino Di Silvestro’s Deported 
Women of the S.S. Special Section that will 
make any man squeal. 

Retro Shock-O-Rama first released 
Women's Prison Massacre in 2005, but that 
version was sourced from a cut print. This 
new release restores almost eight 
minutes of boobies and blood. A 
bonus disc includes spiffy fiill- 
frame VHS transfers of this film 
and Caged Women, a.k.a. Vio- 
lence in a Woman 's Prison. These 
two films were shot back-to-back 
and feature the same casts and 
locations, so it makes for a nice, 
nasty extra. 

The Gore-met 

PUTTCR... PUTTCR 



Starring Tiki Tsang, Frederique Haymann 
and Jean-Jacques Lefevre 
Written and directed by Jean Rollin 
Salvation 

The love that accrues for certain directors 
is sometimes damn difficult to justify. Take, 
for instance, Jean Rollin. The French film- 
maker responsible for such horror “classics” 
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IHE TQUffi mma of doctor sadism |I9E]| 

starring Christopher Lee, 

Lex Barker and Karin Dor 
Directed by Harald ReinI 
Written by Manfred R. Kohler 

DEAIO SMILES 00 A MOOOEOEO |I97S| 

Starring Klaus Kinski, Ewa Aulin 
and Angela Bo 

Directed by Aristide Massaccesi 
Written by Claudio Bernabei, 

Joe D’Amato and Romano Scandariato 
Legend House 

He may be known as "The Rasputin of Rock- 
abilly,” but Johnny Legend has dabbled in much 
more than just rock ’n’ roll. From wrestling promoter to sexploitation and horror 
film actor, producer and director (the 1987 documentary Mondo Lugosi}, Johnny 
has been around the block. Now, through his DVD label “Legend House," he’s 
become a film distributor. 

The first feature on this double DVD bill, The Torture Chamber of Doctor 
Sadism, is a German take on the Italian gothic aesthetic and owes a considerable 
nod to Mario Bava (think Black Sunday and Kill, Baby... Kill!). The opening titles 
claim inspiration from Poe’s “The Pit and the Pendulum,” and while shades of it 
exist within the film, the plot bears littie resemblance to the short story - the pen- 
dulum exists as a threat rather than an instrument of horror. However, it does 
boast Christopher Lee {The Horror of Dracuia) as Count Regula. Punished for his 
crimes against local virgins, the Count is drawn and quartered but rises again, 
years later, to seek revenge on the descendants of his executioners. Director Har- 
ald ReinI may have been more at home with British writer Edgar Wallace’s “krim- 
is” (stylish crime stories produced in Germany) than the gothic, but he pulled it 
together with Doctor Sadism. Lush, gothic cinematography and the spine-chilling 
atmosphere of the fog-shrouded, corpse-filled black forest that surrounds the 
Count’s castle make for a surreal nightmare. And really, how can you resist a film 
with atifle like The Torture Chamber of Doctor SadisrrR 

The second film comes courtesy infamous sleaze purveyor Joe D’Amato (work- 
ing here under his real name, Aristide Massaccesi). Death Smiles on a Murderer 
sounds like a giallo but is really a gothic ghost story akin to Carmilla. Klaus Kins- 
ki receives top billing for his paltry ten minutes of screen time as a doctor who 
can raise the dead, but the story focuses on a mysterious, vengeful girl - she may 
or may not be a ghost - who seduces a wealthy couple that takes her in. While its 
plot meanders, the film gets by on atmosphere, maintaining a dream-like quality 
with both its imagery and its internal logic, particularly its bizarre ending, which 
doesn’t put all the pieces of the plot together. 

This is a garish DVD presentation for fans of eurofrash/sin-ema. There’s a fea- 
turette and both titles get a commentary, however, although the movies are pre- 
sented in widescreen, neither one is anamorphic. Psychotronic cinephiles take 
heed. 

Jason Pichonsky 



as The Shiver of the Vampires (1971), The Grapes of Death 
(1978) and The Living Dead Girl ( 1 982) is often lauded for 
his films’ surreal imagery, dream-like 
atmospheres and beautiful (usually) nude 
actresses. Hell. Montreal’s FanTasia film 
festival even presented him with a Life- 
time Achievement Award last year. But 
those moments of brilliance often come 
between interminable stretches of visually 
static narrative marked by bad dialogue 
delivered by talentless amateurs. In that 
respect. Killing Car is textbook Rollin. 

Lovely but expressionless then-newcomer Tiki Tsang stars 
as an unnamed woman who goes around shooting people, 
seemingly at random. Slowly (very slowly), a sort-of reason 
for her spree emerges, as all her victims (except the many 
innocent bystanders) are connected by an incident which 
occurred a year earlier, for which the gunwoman is taking 
revenge. And that’s it. Oh. and there's a pair of detectives 
(one just two months away from retirement, natch) on her 
trail, one of whom may know more than he lets on. 

Why this film was made is a mystery. There’s nothing 
wrong with beautiful women wielding firearms or taking off 
their tops for no good reason, but it’s not enough to sustain 
anyone’s attention for 90 minutes. Absurdities which cannot 
be overlooked include virtually everyone in this film carrying 
a gun (‘T’ve got a weapon in my bag!"), those guns never 
running empty and the unexplained recurring image of Tsang 
looking longingly at something while seated on top of a boat. 
Maybe it’s her career fading into the distance. 

As you may have guessed. Killing Car is not a horror film. 
There’s one death by pitchfork preceded by creepy organ 
music which is somewhat slasher-esque. but the reason for 
this review appearing here is strictly Rollin’s involvement. 
And Killing Car proves that without the nubile nude vam- 
pires. Jean Rollin is a cinematic emperor with no clothes. 




Sean Plummer 
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MARQUEE 


Six years after portraying the mad Dr. Cali- 
gari in The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari {\92Q), 
Werner Krauss returns to the realm of col- 
lective and individual nightmares in G. W. 
Pabst’s Secrets of a Soul. Unlike Robert 
Wienc, whose Caligari portrayed the 
malaise of a post-WWI Germany (two- 
million GeiTnan soldiers died in WWI 
between 1914-1918) through the tortured 
nightmares of the insane, Pabst took a 
"‘new realist” approach - his film was not 
simply about portraying collective night- 
mares. but also showing how to cure them. 

Krauss plays Martin Fellman. a tormented 
man obsessed with a desire to murder his 
wife (Ruth Weyher). More dejected and over- 
whelmed than the insane authority figure 
from Caligari, Fellman is a vulnerable man 
desperate for release from his torments. Uc is 
driven to the threshold of madness by obses- 
sive and symbolically leaden nightmares, but 
mysteriously meets a psyehoanalyst in a bar 
who offers to treat his ills. 

Written by psychoanalysts in Sigmund 
Freud's inner circle, with the reluctant 
approval of the father of psychoanalysis 
himself, Secrets of a Soul was a cinematic 
attempt to explain the relatively new psy- 
choanalytic processes to the general public. 
This cool rationalist film unfolds like a 
police procedural, with its step-by-step 
attempt to uncover the culprit of a crime, 
but here the clues are not so much finger- 
prints on a gun or muddied shoes, but those 
symbolically linked to the workings of the 
unconscious mind, such as a key. a sword, 
a razor or a statue. 

If Caligari represented the filmic embod- 
iment of repressed nightmares associated 
with the horrors of WWI, Secrets of a Soul 
seeks to bring Caligari to the couch, so to 
speak. It does so by portraying Fellman 
undergoing treatment by Dr. Orth (Pavel 
Pavlov). “Orth” is the prefix to such words 
as orthodox, or ortho-dentistry, which 



means to regulate, or make straight, and 
this film was an attempt to correct the 
nightmarish vision of Caligari and educate 
the public on how a wounded and trauma- 
tized Germany could be cured of its ills. 

Born in Vienna. G.W. Pabst, whose most 
famous film is Pandora's Box (1929, star- 
ring Louise “Lulu” Brooks) was a no-non- 
sense realist. He was less interested in the 
Expressionism of Caligari and other 
movies from that period because he wanted 
to depict the material world in all its gritty 
realism. In his previous film. Joyless Street 
(1925, starring Greta Garbo). Pabst 
shocked contemporary audiences with his 
realistic depiction of poverty and the pau- 
perization of the middle classes. The world 
of inner nightmares and demons, so impor- 
tant to his German contemporaries, was a 
world in which he felt ill at ease. 

However, in his depictions of nightmares, 
Pabst was still very influenced by his 
Expressionistic peers. Pabst’s creative use 
of the white background during dream 
sequences, for example, creates a luminous 
uncanniness that brilliantly evokes the 
workings of the unconscious. Carl Dreyer's 
quietly eerie sound film Vampyr (1932) 
comes to mind, but unlike Pabst. Dreyer 
experimented with hushed soundscapes to 
underscore his imagery. Yet both films use 
white to emphasize the pervasive sense of 
repressed memories slipping out of the 
unconscious and into the conscious world. 


In an inspired moment during Secret of a 
Soul's labyrinthine dream sequence, Fellman 
encounters a small Expressionistic-looking 
village that literally pops up before him as if 
in a warped fairy talc. Me looks up the phal- 
lic bell tower and sees the heads of women, 
including his wife, swinging by their hair. He 
rtins up the tower (in slow-motion) and, 
finally reaching the lop. looks down only to 
glimpse distorted Hieronymus Bosch-like 
figures senselessly jeering at him. 

While this “psychoanalytical thriller” 
might not interest .some mainstream horror 
fans, enthusiasts of silent Expressionist cin- 
ema will rejoice that Kino has included it in 
their German Expres.sionism Collection, as 
well as issuing it as a stand-alone disc. The 
DVD sports a terrific transfer from a 
restored print hy the Munich Film Museum 
and the F.W. Murnau Foundation, and a lyri- 
cal piano accompaniment/scorc by Ekke- 
hard Wolk. 

From Dr. Caligari to Dr. Fred Richman 
(Simon Oakland in Psycho) to Dr. Sam 
Loomis (Donald Pleasence in Halloween) 
to Dr. Hannibal Lecter (Anthony Hopkins 
in The Silence of the Lambs), psychoana- 
lysts have been central to the horror genre 
as cither embodying evil or attempting to 
Slop it. A little-known film in horror circles. 
Secrets of a Soul rightfully belongs to the 
rich history of psychoanalytic horror and 
should be reclaimed as such. 

Mario DeGiglio-Beliemare 
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M y fellow Rue Morgue scribe Sean Plummer 
is an exceedingly talented writer and an 
unfailingly nice guy. if, unfortunately 
plagued with hairstyiing product dependency 
issues. Nonetheless, I find myself compelled to 
take him (and his eft-startling coiffure) to task-over 
a lapse in critical acumen. Rve yeai^ ago, in the 
pages of Rue Morgue #36, my learned colleague 
pooped all over Carrie. Well, maybe not Carrie as 
most of us know it, but hey, a telekinetic, pig 
blood-drenched. high-school-miSfit-cum-prom- 
queen^cum-mass-murderer by any other name. .. 
etc. 

Horror fans know remaking a classic is a pursuit 
fraught with peril. And a made-for-TV do-over of a 
classic? A 70s classic, yet? Ooh, the knives are 
cornin’ out now and, as The Simpson# Fat Tony 
says, “I’m feelin’ stqbby.’’ So you’d best believe I 
was as cynical as anyone about Carrie getting a 
prime-time makeover. But dig on this; I ^got so 
caught up in this engaging- (if admittedly flawed) 
version during its 2003 broadcast premiere that 1 
wound up two hours late for a very dear friend’s 
birthday party. 

Need just one reason to watch this remake? Her 
name is Angela Bettis {Ma^), hardly a stranger to 
the Rue Morgue faithful, and the only actress on 
Earth who could step into Sissy Spacek’s most 
famous role and fucking well own it. Best of all, 
she achieves biis without appearing to channel her 
illustnous predecessor. Perhaps due to her petite 
- stature, Bettis actually gives the famous anti-hero- 
ine an even more browbeaten vibe than Spacek, 
and yet her simmering rage seems a bit closer to 
the surface. Indeed, this version presents us with a 
Carrie White somewhat more capable of standing 
up for herself, but who, for reasons of expediency, 
elects not to. Say. what you will, Herr Plummer, but 
Bettis Has yet to turn in an unremarirable perfor- 
mance, and this ranks among her best-. 

Need another reason? There’s the talented (and 
largely Canadian) supporting cast, whose charac- 

E.RORGUE 




ters are fleshed-out well beyond the cardboard 
cutouts of Brian De Palma’s version, one of that 
film’s few shortcomings. Sue Snell - played in the 
original by Amy Irving - is here essayed by 
Kandyse McLure, who at first glance will have you 
convinced that the producers must have scoured 
the planet to find a black version of Irving, altiio'ugh 
the resemblance is mostly due to the hairstyle. 
Emilie De Raven (TV’s /.osf and the 2006 Hills Have 
Eyes remake) is an inspired choice for uber-bitch 
Chris Hargensen, and Jesse Cadotte brings a 
hybrid of menace ^d nerdiness to the role of 
Chris’ domineering boyfriend Billy Nolan, here writ- 
ten much closer to Stephen King’s vision than the 
greasy lunkhead John Travolta played in De 
Palma’s film. (And as sick as we all are of seif-ref- 
erential horror. I’ll admit that Nolan’s Jack Nichol- 
son/ffre Shining homage during the pig slaughter 
scene brought a smirk to my mug.) Typically, 
Katherine Isabelle (Ginger Snap#i steals virtually 
every scene she’s in as Chris’ evil sidekick Tina; 
replacing the character of Norma, previously 
played by P.J. Soles. ("Norma” has inexplicably 
morphed into the geeky, perky student body pres- 
ident, played by Meghan Black.) Curiously, the usu- 
ally impressive Patricia Clarkson (Fraslei) falls 
short of the mark as Carrie’s deranged fundamen- 
talist mother in a performance that actually suffers 


from too much subtlety. Finally, screenwriter 
Bryan Fuller (Star Trek: Voyager, Dead Like Me) 
has an obvious affinity for the material and inte- 
grates a good deal of dialogue from King’s break- 
out novel with lines of his own, often quietly 
updating the material - not to mention injecting 
sly comic relief - without ever losing the flavour. 

Need reasons to give it a miss? Well, it’s 
admirable that director David Carson elects to 
faithfully follow the novel and destroy the entire- 
town, rather than just the high school, but the CGI 
effects are astoundingiy awful - I'm talkin’ late- 
1980s-video-game awful. Laura Karpman’s ter- 
rific music score is interrupted by wretched 
angst-rock anthems like this cloying, Staind- 
worthy ditty: “I’m on the outside/Looking in at my 
reflection/Where’s my life’s direction?” 
RRRETCH! (Okay, I guess that’s not much worse 
than the prom jjand in De Palma’s film.) And then . 
there’s this stupid-ass revisionist ending that I’m 
not even going to dignify. with a diatribe. 

To be a horror fan, as I’ve stressed so often 
before, is to take the bad with the good as long 
as the ratio is tolerable. The bad, in this case, is 
very bad, but the good is better. Now get the hell 
out of my basement and take this bucket, of 
pomade over to Sean’s place as a peace offer- 
ing. S' 




Except that unfike most dark alleys, 
we deliver. \ 
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B.P.R.D. 19% #1-5 

Mike Mignola, Joshua Dysart and Paul Azaceta Dark Horse 

BATTLE ROYAIE ULTIMATE EDITION VOLUME #3 
Masayuki Taguchl, Koshun Takaml and Keith Giffen 

TOKYOPOP 

MADAME XANADU #1 

Matt Wagner and Amy Reeder Hadley DOVertigo 

IIFE SUCKS 

Jessica Abel, Abe Soria and Warren Pleece First Second 

WILLOW CREEK 

Oenny Williams and Josh Medors Zenoscope 


f we’ve all been betrayed by our bodies 

W at some point, Stef Lcnk has arguably 

■ been traumatized by hers. Deceptively 

■ sedate in its title, the Toronto artist's 
twelve-issue miniseries The Details chroni- 
cles the Expressionist exploits of an unnamed 
little girl. Each chapter finds her in a different 
location, lost but never panicking - in fact, 
more often than not, motivated to round dark 
comers out of mere curiosity. The character is 
clearly inspired by Lewis Carroll’s Alice in 
Wonderland. But what’s less obvious is that 
every chapter stands as an independent analo- 
gy for an individual system of the human 
body: a pretty scary place, it seems. 

Consider the locations of the first four 
issues: a carnival (pictured), a dressmaker’s 
boutique, a backyard garden, an antique shop. 
These represent circulation (consider the role 
of a camival’s roller coaster), integument (or 
skin, as attended by a seamstress), the 
immune system (gardener versus weeds) and 
the nervous system (puppets bound by the 
“strings" of conscious- 
ness). 

"It both terrifies me 
and amazes me,” Lenk 
admits. “1 can never 
keep on lop of what my 
body is doing, particu- 
larly on emotional and 
psychological fronts, 
hence the desire to try 
to append those 
actions to something physical, and have some 
empirical evidence of how it works," 

If that statement seems to dance dangerous- 
ly close to autobiography, well. The Details is 
indeed that kind of dance. Lenk mentions cut- 
ting off her dreadlocks, a clear influence on 
issue #3. The Haircut (medical analogy: 
immune system), wherein shorn dreads plant- 
ed in a garden grow like a subtly Lovecraftian 
monstrosity. The oppressive story was also 
influenced by a nasty landlord, represented by 
a faceless mannequin tending a neighbouring 
garden patch, which intrudes on the girl. 

Lenk stresses that while the omnipresent 
body motif is the, well, heart of her project, 
50 RUE MORGUE 




it’s "a loose analogy.” 

Though fascinated by med- 
ical culture and the art of the 
human body, she has never 
studied it. However, she 
docs note, “I did have a 
friend in med school who 
allowed me to. ..sec things 
there, which interested me 
greatly. Also, my dad was a 
doctor and he’s dead so 
maybe his ghost is languish- 
ing around me.” 

The majority of Lenk’s 
medical insights - aside 
from daddy’s psychic trans- 
missions - come from The 
Anatomy Coloring Book 
(Wynn Kapit and Lawrence 
M. Elson, published by 
Benjamin Cummings), 

“which breaks down the 
human body and its func- 
tions in excruciating detail.” 

Lenk uses the book as a 
creative springboard for 
every installment, also con- 
sulting less fun, pre- 
coloured anatomy texts as a 
second starting point for her character’s 
adventures and their medical metaphors. In 
addition, she cites the films of David Lynch, 
the animation of the Brothers Quay, the 
comic books of Grant Morrison and the nov- 
els of Angela Carter as influences. 

A work that impacted The Details perhaps 
more than the others however, is Mike 
Leigh’s 1993 gaze-into-the-abyss film Naked. 
She says that the anti-hero, Johnny, calls the 
human body “‘the quietest machine ever.’ He 
says that beyond the usual burps, farts, and 
sneezes, it perpetuates the daily miracle of 
being alive, and it does it silently.” 

Lenk’s comics echo this definition. They 
are all practically wordless and very still on 
the surface - yet great volatility bubbles 
beneath, Entering issue #l’s “Carnival” 
(medical analogy: circulatory system), the 
girl is almost immediately carried away on a 


The Devil Is In The Details: tsoay tiorror in a merent vein ~ the human 
circulatory system as an amusement park ride. 


serpentine roller coaster fittingly called Hell’s 
Run. The fourth and latest issue, “TeaTimc” 
(medical analogy: brain/ncrvous system), 
goes decidedly meta when the girl finds a 
book called, you guessed it. The Details, and 
starts to plummet right through the fourth 
wall. It’s appropriate enough for a story about 
(sub)consciousness. 

“The more I do this project, the more I real- 
ize how oblique the metaphors become in the 
booklets, at least to other people,” Lenk 
allows. 

And it’s all fair dinkum, though. The events 
of The Details are familiar to any reader, even 
if they don’t exactly make sense. Like our 
bodies, of course. “The unknown is scary,” 
she says, “but the unknown is also magical, 
Every day I’m trying to find a balance 
between the two.” 

For more info, visit steflcnk.com % 


(Sires? 

r Revievw by Dave Mexan^, ^ 

! Gary Butter and Erie Grant ( 

I — .— — 

What is possibiy my fave Hellboy story 
art-wise just concluded. It features... Abe 
Sapien, noi drawn by Mike Mignola. While 
I’d never deny 
Mignola’s deserved 
iconic status as the 
architect of the Hell- 
hoy universe, the 
five-issue ininiseries 
The Drowning stands 
as an indisputable 
visual achievement. 
Jason Shawn Alexan- 
der’s lithe linework 
encapsulates the skill 
sets of Cerebus’’ Dave Sim and Gerhard 
(seriously!), while colourist Dave Stewart’s 
intentionally sedate palette brings the per- 
fect level of dreaminess to this floating, 
poetic, land-and-water 
identity quest; 1 was 
swept away by the 
deceptive breeziness of 
it all. Alas, the same 
cannot be said for 
B.P.R.D. me. the first- 
ever misstep in the usu- 
ally superb Hellboy 
franchise. Apologies to 
penciller Paul Azaccta, 
whom I suspect was working under specif- 
ic guidelines, but this otherwise decent 
B.P.R.D. back story about WWII scientific 
experimentation gone awry is all but cas- 
trated by cartoony art. GB 

TOKYOPOP's five "Ultimate” hardcovers of 
the fifteen-volume English-lranslation of 
the Battle Royale series arc a must-read for 
fans of cither the novel or film that served 
as inspiration. Like the best adaptations, the 
manga honours the source but makes its 
own statement. Characterisation is signifi- 
cantly richer across the board and the vio- 


lence is often brilliantly surreal - a com- 
pletely crazy cross between Osamu Tezuka 
(character, pacing) and Mousui Yamazaki 
(action, horror). Each omnibus comprises 
three original installments, 
making for 600-plus pages, 
presented in oversized for- 
mat. While manga as a rule is 
pocket-sized, here bigger 
equals better, as both art and 
text feel less claustrophobic. 

Some valid complaints have 
been made about Keith Giff- 
en adapting the story to be 
about a reality TV show, but the overall 
series holds up surprisingly well. “Ulti- 
mate” volume three is out now, and the final 
two will be published in October and next 
February. GB 

On the one fang. Life SueLs, written by 
Jessica Abel {La Perdida) and Gabe Soria, 
doesn't exactly dig a new tomb. At first, 
both its modern- 
vain pircs-in- 
Southem Califor- 
nia set-up and its 
wage slavc/goth 
chick romance 
feel as original as 
a widow’s peak or 
a looming castle. 

On the other fang, 
the writers tell a 
funny and com- 
pelling story 
without succumb- 
ing to the temptations of parody, melodra- 
ma or (most seductive of all) obvious alle- 
gory. Sucks' ghoul-ex-machina ending may 
leave readers a bit unsatisfied, but its 
grounded look at the death styles of the 
poor and anonymous, and how they might 
bump in the dark against the everyday fric- 
tions of class, race and culture, give this 
simply told and illustrated graphic novel a 
deceptive and pleasing depth. EG 

One wonders If "Vertigo reboot" has offi- 
cially been defined as “keep the character’s 


name; powers, option- 
al.” This isn’t necessari- 
ly a bad thing, mind you 
- Sandman and Shade, 
the Changing Man 
stand as shining 
examples of the con- 
cept executed to per- 
fection. Time will 
tell '\i Madame Xanadu 
(of late ’70s Dooi'way to Nightmare, uh. 
fame) works as well. Under Matt Wagn- 
er’s new vision, Madame X is Nimue, 
forest sylph and sister to Morgan le Fay 
in the era of Camelot. Magic is the empha- 
sis here, versus psychic phenomena, which 
was the original series’ thrust. Too early to 
tell where this story’s going, but while issue 
#1 was heavy on dialogue (and light on sus- 
pense -- the clifflranger was more than evi- 
dent). it’s still executed intriguingly 
enough, and Wagner almost always deliv- 
ers. Gorgeous art by Amy Lee Hadlcr seals 
the deal: the cover alone sells this book. GB 

Talk about biting ones style - from its 
ranged fiends invading a snowy town to the 
sketchy, splattered, partially monochromat- 
ic style of Ben Templesmith, Willow Creek 
might as well be called 1 Can’t Believe Ifs 
Not 30 Days of Night. Instead of Steve 
Niles’ vampires, though, 
we’ve got werewolves, 
albeit stylishly aloof 
ones, similar to the 
brood in 30 Days (as 
the teaser for issue two 
promises). Here, our 
sheriff investigating a 
series of gory mutila- 
tions is Deacon 
McKay, who’s recently 
moved back to Willow 
Creek with his family. Denny Williams and 
Christian Beranck’s story adds an element 
of cliched native mysticism, and Josh 
Medors’ characters are often comically 
bug-eyed, making this one a dc-fanged dop- 
pelganger from the get-go. DA 





A ZOVBE MOMa 8 V 2 .A. Recht 

“Shamblers, sprinters, 
and a generous helping of 
guts, brains, and heart...” 

— D.L Snell, author of Roses of Bfootf on 
Barbwire Vines 

AVAIUBLE AT PERMUTED PRESS C0M» 
AMAZON COM, 8N COM, MOST ONLINE BOOK 
STORES, OR ASK YOUR LOCAL BOOKSELLER 
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Nightmare japan: 
contemporary Japanese 
Horror cinema 
Jay McRoy 

Rodopi 

Cultural angst begets trends in dark art. 
and as Jay McRoy’s scholarly Nightmare 
Japan: Conlemporaiy Japanese Horror 
Cinema makes clear, there are plenty of 
compelling, sometimes traumatic, reasons 
that the countiy boasts such a vibrant, orig- 
inal and often shocking canon of genre 
films. The author begins his 200-page acad- 
emic exploration with an introduction that 
sets up the following six chapters, including 
a lay of the historical and political land- 
scape that fostered traditions such as super- 
natural hvaidan tales and the post-war giant 
monster movies. 

The book's major topics, however, 
include torture/gore films (e.g. the Guinea 
Pig series. Flowers of Flesh and Blood)'. 
other fonns of body horror (including a 
comparison of Uisayasu Sato’s Muscle with 
Pier Pasolini’s Said)'. J-horror ghostics; the 
often overlooked youth violence films {the 
topic of our cover story), including Ichi the 
Killer and the All Night Long Series', the dif- 
ferent apocalypse scenarios of Pulse. Spiral 
and Suicide Club', and, finally, a suiwcy of 
the future of J-horror, spotlighting Takashi 
Shimizu, Shinya Tsukamoto and others. 


• supernatural scrutinized • Beelzebub’s Bar 



Although, as McRoy notes, in many ways 
the book is just scratching the surface. Night- 
mare Japan ofl'ers a wealth of insight in the 
way that it traces and ties together historical, 
political and social anxieties in the context of 
horror cinema. For example, you'll feel 
redeemed for obsessing on J-gore titles, such 
as Devil's Experiment, after you read 
McRoy’s take on them as thoughtfully con- 
structed responses to WWll atrocities. (Yes, 
that's what the Gore-mel will be telling the 
cops when they raid his basement.) 

Even more rewarding is the chapter on 
Ringu, The Grudge and Dark Water, as 
McRoy minimizes the usual talk of techno- 
phobia and looks at the films as a reflection 
of neuroses in Japanese society over the 
changing roles of women {away from the tra- 
ditional family to single-parenthood). Even 
better, he looks at how Shimizu combines the 
American-style slasher movie killer with tra- 
ditional kwaidan ghosts to create a new 
hybrid menace. 

As a proper academic survey. Nightmare 
Japan is no breezy read, but if you’re up to 
the task it’s well w'oith engaging in. Aside 
from the odd editing glitch {Friday the 13th 
released in 1990!), the only disappointment 
here is a poor design Job. The washed-out 
cover art and badly pixilated internet grabs 
are amateur goofs unwoithy of McRoy’s 
Japanese genre throw-down. 

Dave Alexander 



Yasutaka Tsutsul 


supernatural: 

The official companion season a 

Nicholas Knight 

Titan 

These days, a genre television series barely 
needs to make it past its first season before 
companies start to cash in on its success with 
the inevitable glut of merchandising, be it 
episode guides and novelizations or action 
figures and video games. The fallout of these 
corporate cash grabs is that much of this prod- 
uct, even that which is officially 
authorized/licensed, tends to be lacklustre - 
cranked out quick and cheap to satisfy fan 
demand with nary a thought to quality. 

Maybe that's why Supernatural: The Offi- 
cial Companion Season 2 is such a pleasant 
surprise. The TV series, in which a pair of 
Iwenlysomelhing brothers hunt and kill 
demons and other supernatural baddies, is 
very much about family, and right from the 
first page of this book it is obvious that the 
family vibe extends behind the scenes, as 
well. S:TOCS2 is undoubtedly a labour of 
love, not just of author Nicholas Knight but 
everyone involved with the show. It begins 
with a foreword by director Robert Singer, 
then offers an oveiview of the second season, 
a chapter on each episode, significant charac- 
ters and monsters, as well as entries on the 
show's editors, writers and hair and makeup 
crew, plus loads of piemres and trivia. 
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RLTh . -.n 
CJ. Lines 
Hadesgate 

Two brothers return to their 
childhood home on the 
English countryside for 
their father's funerai, only 
to discover that his death is 
part of an ancient prophecy 
of devii worship and virgin 
sacrifice. Lines' writing 
style grips readers from the 
very first page and absolutely seethes with 
intense, visceral gore and morbid sexuality that 
will have you squirming in your seat. 

Last Chance Lance 

Harry Shannon 

Delirium 

A tough, squinty-eyed Black 
Ops specialist comes out of 
retirement for light duty oniy 
to face the demon he 
unknowingly foiled during a 
bloody mission into Iraq. 

Now the ghoul won’t stop 
until he’s dead. It jumps from 
corpse to corpse, eating its 
way to the finish - much like you will with this 
simple but entertaining helping of literary junk 
food. 


: CU.'NESE-i-li: 

Bill Breedlove, ed. 

Dark Arts Books 
Like a Chinese Tattoo is a 
twisted anthology of twelve 
short horror stories that 
includes a clever continua- 
tion of the Oracula saga, a 
paranoid portrayal of 
unchecked insanity and 
even a revolting tale of a 
geriatric yeast infection from beyond the grave(!). 
It’s a brilliant collection of work from four talented 
authors, alt of whom bring something sick and 
dripping to the table. 

Last Chance Lance 


Trevor Tuminski 


Like a 
Chinese 
Tattoo 
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But this isn't just a collection of episode Takeshi calmly notes this transformation 

summaries and publicity stills: each and every but can’t be bothered to leave his bar stool 

entry includes candid and informative com- to give the leg a spin. It turns out he's just 

ments from the cast and crew. And while a as nonplussed when Izumi. a junior 

definite pride in their work bleeds through, employee from his firm, walks into the bar 

there are equally humble confessions about and calmly informs him that he just died in 

thingsthey would have done differently, times a plane crash. Takeshi, recently killed in a 

they felt they did their characters a disservice car accident, merely says, “A plane crash, 

and even an explanation of how they dealt was it? Well, have a seat.” 
with certain plot demands issued by the net- If this sounds like a lost episode of Cheers 

work - and what happened when following written by Samuel Beckett and directed by 

those demands threatened to change the dircc- Takashi Miike. the effect is intentional, part 

tion and feel of the show. of author Yasutaka Tsutsui's strategy to 

Due to this, S'.' rOC52 rises above the usual acclimatize the reader to a particularly 

celebratory back-patting expected from such Japanese version of hell, where the red-hot 

titles to provide an unexpectedly level-head- coals and screams of agony have been 

ed, honest look at how a season of genre TV replaced by an eternal round of ennui and 

is made and some of the hurdles that arise emotional disconnect. The effect is comical 

(inclement weather, budgetary constraints, but al.so uncannily familiar and disturbing, 

scheduling conflicts, etc.) along the way. As a Amazingly. Tsutsui is able to sustain this 
result, fans will not only learn something, but mood throughout the novel (translated by 

undoubtedly gain respect for everyone who Evan Emswiler), trapping the reader in a 

slaves away behind the scenes to make the maze of crossed afterlifes and earthly mein- 

scries possible. ories and regrets, without bogging down 

Monica S. Kuebicr the action with cheap gags or philosophical 
speculation. There’s no real plot here; char- 
Hell acters wander through a hazy limbo, bump- 

Yasutaka Tsutsui ing into people from their past lives, and 

Alma Books though they remember the emotions they 

fell for that person - lust, jealousy, hatred. 
In a gloomy but ordinary bar in what may love - now they feel nothing but curiosity 

or may not be Tokyo, aging businessman as to how they ended up in hell. Characters 

Takeshi discovers that his left leg. talk to one another and try to figure out 

deformed since childhood by a freak acci- why they arc there and how they can get 

dent, has been restored to full health, out. but that’s about it. 
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AFTER ALMOST TWENTY YEARS OF PUBLISHING HORROR, BORDERLANDS PRESS REMAINS 
COMMITTED IT) rescuing LONG FORGOTTEN WORKS AND EXPOSING NEW GENRE TALENT. 


STRANGE ^RITORIES 


BY W. BRICE McVlcAR 


T he name evokes images of a barren 
wasteland on the fringes of civilized 
society, a place where shadows stretch 
across a twisted landscape, and where abber- 
ations of all sorts thrive. Likewise, horror has 
found a home within the books published by 
Borderlands Press, all thanks to Thomas Mon- 
teleone, the man behind the revered Border- 
lands anthology series and the publishing com- 
pany named after it. 

It seems as if Monteleone was destined to 
work in the genre. He’s been a fan since he first 
found a horror comic lying in the street as a 
boy. Since then, he’s worked for the fiction 
magazines Amazing Stories and Fantastic Sto- 
ries (in the ’70s), written nearly twenty novels, 
had more than 100 short stories published and 
even penned The Complete Idiot's Guide to 
Writing a Novel. 

But in 1988, when Monteleone edited the 
first of the five Borderlands anthologies (the 
name a homage to the famous William Hope 
Hodgson novel The House on the Borderland}, 
he was entering what could be considered new 
territory, as he aimed to 
present readers with 
something they'd never 
seen before. In the end, 
two of the stories in the 
book won Bram Stoker 
Awards and the anthol- 
ogy itself took home a 
World Fantasy Award. 

"I realized I was real- 
ly onto something," 

Monteleone tells Rue 
Morgue from his home 
in Maryland. "1 just 
tried to get out another 
anthology as often as I 

found twenty great stories that fit the mould. I 
didn’t want to just keep retreading all the old 
horror icons and tropes. I would tell people, ‘No 
ghosts, no vampires, no serial killers, no were- 




wolves, no mummies, no shape-shifters, no 
evil children. None of that familiar crap.’” 

Two decades later, Monteleone stands by this 
mandate, as he and his wife, Elizabeth, head up 
Borderlands Press, an imprint that specializes 
in high-quality, limited edition books by estab- 
lished authors and newcomers alike. But there 
were hurdles along the way. 

“I had all these friends in the field like [Joe] 
Lansdale and Peter Straub and [Stephen] 
King,” says Monteleone. “I figured I could get 
[stories] from them and then it just 
kind of grew. Then my wife said, 

‘Y’know, you’re not a businessman 
and you’re not doing this right. 

'You’re not collecting your bills and 
you’re not paying your royalties... 
so she said she was going to take 
it over and she did and she really 
grew it. She made it a much bigger 
press than I had ever imagined it to 
be.” 

As proof, Borderlands’ back cat- 
alogue boasts titles from such 
genre lit notables as F. 

Paul Wilson (RM#72), 

Harlan Ellison, Poppy Z. 

Brite, Erik Quisling [Fables From the 
Mud} and Austin Williams (Crimson 
among the books the company 
has slated for 2008 release are col- 
lector’s editions of three Whitley 
Strieber works; The Hunger, The Last 
Vampire and Lilith's Dream. Mon- 
teleone feels that by re-releasing 
these volumes, he has the opportuni- 
ty to expose readers to an author who 
he personally thinks received a "raw 
deal.” 

“There's a whole generation of 
readers who knew Whitley as the abduction, 
grey alien guy, the post- Communion writer. He 
has a whole career of writing brilliant novels 
about real horror icons. He did a book about a 


HUNGER 


vampire called The HungerthdX was incredible, 
it was like no other vampire book I had ever 
read, and [it’s] the reason I never wanted to 
read another [one], because I don’t believe 
anyone could do it better.” 

In fact, introducing readers to fiction which 
they may have overlooked, or perhaps even 
lost over time, is just as important to Mon- 
teleone as finding a good, original story. 

"We try to find things that need to be rescued 
or re-presented to a new generation of readers 
who'll love these guys and 
never knew they were out 
there. We did this antholo- 
gy called Quietly Now,, it 
was a tribute anthology to 
[Charles L.] Grant [Night 
Songs]," he says. "Charlie 
hadn’t published a book in 
eight or ten years at that 
point and already he was 
falling off the chart. ... It’s 
part of this insta-culture 
that we’re living in. I was 
in shock that people 
wouldn’t know who this 
guy was because in the 
’80s and ’90s this guy was the force. He did the 
S/iac/ows anthologies, he did Fears and Terrors, 
he did countless novels. How could they not 
know who this guy is?" 

Like his anthology series, though, Mon- 
teleone also wants Borderlands Press to intro- 
duce readers to new talent. Future plans 
include a paperback line that mixes out-of- 
print classics with tales by up-and-coming 
scribes that the company is currently helping 
develop such as Dan Waters and Joe Nassise 
[Heretic: The Templar Chronicles). 

So, whether it’s classic writers who need 
exposure to a new generation of readers, or 
horror’s freshest voices, both are invited to 
Borderlands, where some of horror’s most non- 
traditional frights lurk between the pages. ® 
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sharp Teeth 
Toby Barlow 

Harper Collins 


I am not a dog person'. To my feline'loving mind, they 
embody two traits I dislike in humans; stupidity and mean- ' 
ness. Having just devoured Toby Barlow's debut werewolf 
novel, I’m no longer so sure 
they’re stupid. 

In Sharp Teeth, dogs rule 
the back alleys of Lqs Ange- 
les, and these beasts don’t 
need to wait for the full 
moon to turn from humans 
to mutts or howling were- 
wolves.. Lead by a cut- 
I throat shape-shifter named 

I Lark, these packs scheme, 

seduce, bait' and murder 
I their way '.into both the 
criminal underworld, and 
r dog-lovers’ beds' in their 
I quest to take .over thq city 
} - one chewed-up body at 
a time. From .a dirty dog-' 
catchers’ compound to the. Mexican came asada stand, this 
is LA at its least glamourous, where every character is fight- 
ing for a scrap pf power, 

I Barlovy, by day ah .ad agency man, strikes newbie novelist 
gold with his decision to write this .story in free verse. That’s 
right: it .reads like an epic poem, one that makes his style as 
lean, slick' and speedy as the werewolves he races through 
the moonlit desert. Scenes leap by' in terse, visceral lan- 
I guage and a blur of juicy vignettes which pull the plot in sev- 
eral mysterious directions at once. You can practically hear 
' the gnashing of bared fengs as you skip through the pages. 

It’s a vicious story, and Barlow goes for the jugular in his 
‘ many kill and- sex scenes. One particularly sly she-wolf licks ' 
a suitor’s bones clean after tearing him apart in a gas station 
bathroom.' (You know the Wolfman never got down like this.) 
i And while Sharp Teeth's main message is about the savage 
pack mentality of human beings, rt’s.a tender love story at ltd 
. noir-ish heart - one thatyou don’t have to love dogs or poet- 
ry to sink your own teeth into. 

Liisa Ladouceur 
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Furthermore, nobody in Tsutsui’s version of hell has led a particular- 
ly evil life - murderers and child molesters may be consigned to harsh- 
er torments but we never find out - forcing the reader to compare his 
or her own moral failings against those of the large cast of flawed char- 
acters. Tsutsui suggests that most of us will fail that lest, as we're too 
wrapped up in the hypocrisy and moral duplicity of contemporary life 
to save ourselves from an eternity of free drinks at an all-night Tokyo 
bar where there’s no such thing as happy hour. 

James Grainger 


Duma Key 
Stephen King 

Scribner 

Wc love Stephen King; we really do. But, man. it keeps getting hard- 
er to love his work. If one were to take a blender to the best moments 
of Cell iRM#55). Lisey's Stoiy (RM#65) and this, his latest, it might 
result in something remarkable. But as it is, Duma Key reads as anoth- 
er greatest hits package, and a half-assed one at that. 

The central figure of this supernatural tale is Edgar Freemanlle, a typ- 
ical Blue Collar Hero who is crippled in a devastating accident that 
takes his right arm, shatters his family and leaves him wealthy but 
alone. Needing a change in scenery, he rents a home on an isolated 
Florida island named Duma Key, where several surprises await him. He 
discovers a hitherto unknown skill at painting and renders chillingly 
surreal canvases that make him a local art sensation. Of course, those 
paintings awaken Something Evil and the overtly supernatural arrives 
in force. While King's description of 
waterlogged corpses, ghostly twin 
girls and spectral ships will indeed 
keep his regular readers up late, 
there’s a familiarity to it all that 
makes one wish he’d turn a new 
page. 

Perhaps his best work of recent 
years isn’t even a horror tale, but 
rather his sports book. Faithful, 
which became a chronicle of the 
Boston Red Sox’ unexpected 2004 
series win. There, the outcome was 
unexpected; in Duma Key it’s sadly 
predictable; good triumphs over 
evil, innocents arc lost and the sur- 
vivors soldier on, forever changed 
by the experience. What would 
have worked better as a novella is 
too bloated to have any sense of urgency. Despite it being more than 
600 pages long, the hard fact is that not a whole lot happens in Duma 
Key. 

King still has a supernatural command of language and prose and, 
like his other books, this one (despite its length) will not take long to 
get through. But fans waiting for that career-encompassing work of 
brilliance they know (hope?) is to come, will just have to hope he 
knocks it out of the park next time. 

Brad Abraham 
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Draugasetrid 


MAN-FIMMT fJOfrt^OU. AOOST) MON-THU« (JUNE. *ulY, AUOUSTJ 


celandic ghosts kick ass... literally. Far 
from being the wispy, incorporeal spectres 
that North Americans envision, the spirits 
of dead Icelanders are believed to return 
from the grave with their bodies intact, often with 
a malevolent or evil bent driving diem to acts of 
mischief and even murder. Rather than dragging 
around chains and screaming "boo!" at the hap- 
less, they fight, wrestle, sit on and pummel their 
victims into submission, leaving them bruised, 
frightened and sometimes dead. Some believe 
that destroying the corpse entirely is the only way 
to drive these poltergeists away permanently. 


And many do 
believe. In Iceland, 
ghosts, trolls and 
“hidden people” (these 
include gnomes, dwarves 
and elves) are considered every- 
day Icelandic citizens. In fact, elements 
of the supernatural can be found in botii the Eddas 
(texts of Norse mythology which heavily influ- 
enced burgeoning Icelandic society a millennium 
ago) and the Sagas (much-studied historical doc- 
uments dating back to the thirteenth century). And 
while modernity has taken its toll on national belief 
in these supernatural entities, a recent study 
supervised by Terry Gunnell, an associate folklore 
professor at the University of Iceland, reported that 
only seven percent of those surveyed believed 
that ghosts absolutely could not exist. 

Blame - or credit - the landscape, perhaps. Ice- 
land is a barren, treeless country. (An old national 
joke: if you ever get lost in an Icelandic forest, 
stand up.) Volcanoes and geysers dot its vistas, 
and driving ite roads reveals vast swaths of snow- 
covered hills made of volcanic rock. Weather- 
wise. it can rain one minute and be sunny the 
next. In this unforgiving place, it‘s easy to see how 
the Vikings who settled this North Atlantic island 
with their Celtic slaves would imagine it to be pop- 
ulated by vengeful, misanthropic beings. 

One such place that’s well known for rich sto- 
ries of ghosts and elves is Stokkseyri (pop. 500). 
Located along the southwestern portion of High- 
way 1 (a.k.a. the Ring Road), it’s a 45-minute drive 
from the capital city of Reykjavik. It used to be an 
important fishing and trading village due to its 
coastal location. Now a tiny suburb, ite main 
tourist attractions are the magnificent lobster 
restaurant Vio Fjbrubordid (its name translates as 
"at the seashore”) and, located right beside it, 
Draugasetrid, or The Ghost Centre. 

Opened by owner Benedikt Gudmundsson in 
2003, Draugasetrid is located on the top floor of a 
black, squat three-story building, and draws 
between 12,000 and 15,000 visitors a year. 
Admission is 1500 Icelandic kronur (about $21 
USD), and tickets are purchased next door at the 
Icelandic Wonders museum, which explores (in 
the cheesiest way possible) the history of elves, 
trolls and the Northern Lights, and is not worth the 
price of admission (also 1 500 ISK). 


Reaching the top of the stairs at the Ghost Cen- 
tre, visitors enter the Ghost Bar, which is furnished 
with tables and a long bench, all made from Russ- 
ian driftwood. The walls are covered by eerie black 
and white photos, including one of a rather for- 
lorn-looking cowboy atop his Icelandic horse (the 
smallest breed in the world). Overlooking the 
scene, in a chair mounted to the wall, is a foppish 
mannequin dressed to look like the Brennivins- 
draugurinn, or “alcohol ghost," a Danish revenant 
with an affection for liquor. The view of Stokkseyri 
beach, the old pier and the Atlantic Ocean is 
amazing. 

The traditional Ghost Bar drink is a shot of Opal, 
a medicinal-tasting (think Buckley’s cough syrup), 
vodka-infused concoction which is scarier than 
any ghost you’re likely to meet. Beer is also on 
tap, or the adventurous can down shots with 
names such as Sea Ghost, Mora Milk, Skotta, 
Zombie and Exposure. 

Next comes the tour, which is self-guided and 
lasts about 40 minutes. Visitors are given a 
portable CD player with a disc in their language of 
choice (English, German, French, Scandinavian, 
Japanese, Russian and Icelandic are available). 
Gudmundsson warns us that regular visitors are 
not allowed to take photos, in order to protect 
themselves from angry spirits. This is probably for 
the best. The eerie displays look less than menac- 
ing when exposed to a camera flash. That said, 
those in need of liquid courage will be pleased to 
know tiiat drinks can be brought into the Ghost 
Centre. 

Pressing play on the audio tour device, we are 
greeted by our narrator, whose warm voice and 
wry sense of humour are comforting as we enter 
a darkened hall and walk over a dimly lit bridge. 
We are warned that we are “embarking on a dan- 
gerous trip. You undertake it at your own risk." No 
doubt this is why the Ghost Centre is not recom- 
mended for visitors aged twelve or under. 

Each of the 24 exhibits is numbered and corre- 
sponds to a track on the CD. Some are paintings, 
some are spookily lit mannequins, others are more 
elaborate. Number 3, for instance, tells the story of 
Rusty, a mischievous ghost who haunts a garage 
and overturns oil cans and dislodges cars from 
their jacks with “not a thought spent on order or 
cleanliness.” Our narrator reminds us not to trip 
over the legs of ttie owner which are sticking out 


A 


from undemeatfi the truck; cans of Carlsberg are 
propped up on the hood. 

Then there’s Number 17, a recreation of a sea- 
man’s hut which, in 1892, was haunted by a ghost 
who sat on fishermen's chests as they slept, near- 
ly smothering them. At the appropriate moment, 
lights illuminate the darkened space, spooking 
everyone inside. 

The freakiest mannequin by far is for exhibit 1 5, 
which represents sailors who have drowned at sea 
and appear to their loved ones at the moment of 
their demise. The creepy, black-skinned figure 
looks like it came right out of John Carpenter’s The 
Fog. The narrator notes that this particular breed of 
ghost is “sometimes sad, sometimes mad, always 
wet.” 

Skeletons are well represented here too. Number 
1 6 is a wall display showing a particularly agitated 
bag of bones clawing Its way out of Its grave 
through actual grass. This represents a woman 
who had died after a quarrel with a bishop’s wife. 
Number 21 shows the skeleton of a young maid 
whose newly-dead beloved buried her alive in 
order to prevent her from marrying anyone else. 
After this comes Number 22, a skeleton wearing a 
bowler in a coffin under a cross. The accompany- 
ing story talks of a deacon who drowned crossing 
a river to see his honey. His ghost then attacked her 
so viciously that her local vicar had to calm her by 
reading psalms. 

Some displays work better ttian ottiers. Number 
20, the story of how some Icelandic ghosts tried to 
emigrate to America in the 1 9th century but were 
driven away by Native American spirits, is rather 
simply represented by an anchor lit by red light. 
Tableau Number 23, the story of a hunter who uses 
his pregnant wife to attract seals {which apparent- 
ly are fond of tearing mothers-to-be apart and eat- 
ing their foetuses), consiste of a smashed rowboat 
overlooked by a menacing seal. It’s more funny 
than frightening. . . and isn’t a ghost story. 

Overall, the Ghost Centre delivem a lot of infor- 
mation about Iceland’s wide variety of spooks, 
including skotta (female ghosts), mori (male 
ghosts), money ghosts, nude ghoste, unbaptised 
dead newborns, sea ghosts and talking skeletons. 
Ending the tour and returning your headset to the 
staff at the Ghost Bar, you just may (or may not) 
need that shot of Opal to dispense with the chills 
induced by the tour. And as our narrator signs off: 




Icelandic Ghosts: (clockwise from top) A mythological troll represem 
nted in an exhibit at The Ghost Centre, a skeleton from exhibit 16. 
which tells the story of a woman who died in a quarrel with a Bishop ’s 
wife, a ghost which represents sailors who died at sea - one of The 
Ghost Centre 's scariest exhibits, owner Benedikt Gudmundsson. and 
(opposite) skotta, a female ghost. 


“We sincerely hope that our guests leave us clean of 
all evil as they were clean when they entered.” 

The Draugasetrid Ghost Centre is located at Haf- 
nargotu 9 on the seashore in die town of Stokkseyri, 
and Is open daily from 1 p.m. to 8 p.m. It’s closed in 
January and February but will open for groups with 
reservations. Visit draugasetrid. is for more info. % 
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SAVE 15% ON YOUR NEXT ORDER! 

Just enter coupon code JUNIS^at checkout to activate the discount! Offer ends 06.30.08! 
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The Gore-met uncovers some grue verite 
in the video underground. 


orror is arguably the one cinematic genre 
that is a truly level playing field. The delin- 
eation between the mainstream and the 
underground has become increasingly blurred 
since the Blair Witeh Project phenomenon. The 
differences between films like Captivity and 
Scrapbook, or Hostei and Devil’s Experiment, or 
Clover^eld an6 August Underground are minimal 
when you get right down to it. But as much as a 
grubby underground aesthetic has come to influ- 
ence traditional theatrical fare, heretofore 
unimaginable gloss and polish have come to seif- 
financed films, thanks to affordable, high-quality 
cameras and powerful editing software. For as lit- 
tle as a couple thousand bucks, anyone with rience the filmmakers had was making a three- 
enough vision and talent can make a film that will minute fan tribute to Fred Vogel's August Under- 

look and sound as good as any you will see. ground. The real star of the film is the editing of 

Gerard van Kempen, as Amicus Mortis is brilliant- 
ly stitched together and perfectly synced to an 
excellent score. Sound design is a key but often 
overlooked element in horror films - Amicus Mor- 
tis serves as a textbook example of how a sound 
effect can sell a visual effect that would be weak 
without it. Aspiring filmmakers take note! 

Amicus Mortis is available to watch online at 
vet-tv.nl. 


The Gateway Meat 


their hero, George W. Bush. In order to facilitate 
this, and honour his deceased father, Markus 
{writer/director Ron DeCaro) imprisons a mental- 
ly handicapped man in the basement of his fam- 
ily home and forces him to witness and partici- 
pate in a number of gruesome murders. That is, 
when Markus isn’t being a devoted husband and 
father to a three-year-old girl he is indoctrinating 
into the family tradition of killing, or chugging 
tumblers of vodka with his buddy Roland (D. Whit- 
ney), who sleeps with rotting corpses and tortures 
hitchhikers for kicks. 

DeCaro, who has no formal background in film, 
spent two years on this project, and his hard work 
is evident. The Gateway Meat is impressive from 
a technical standpoint; the score and sound 
design perfectly complement the surreal and 
often disturbing imagery, which vacillates 
between shots of a picturesque seaside village 
and the basement abattoirs where the 
nastiness takes place. The gore effects, 
done by DeCaro with aid from Ben and 
^ . Aaron Labonte (August Underground}, 
are brutally effective and thoroughly dis- 
gusting. One particularly morbid set 
piece features the burnt corpse of a man 
on a toiletwho had apparently died while 
if , masturbating - complete with a shot of 
his blackened penis! 

-The Gateway Meat is limited to 1000 extras- 
packed DVDs and is available directly from 
DeCaroatftbomp.com. 


Starring Gerard van Kempen, 

Frank van Kempen and Stefan Thoolen 
Directed by Gerard van Kempen, 

Frank van Kempen, Stefan Thoolen, et al. 

Written by Mike Stoffels 

VET-TV 


Taking a cue from Caspar Noe’s Irreversible, 
Amicus Mortis is a clever 22-minute short 
revealed in reverse order. 

- The film opens with dis- 

^ turbing shots of a pair of 
mangled corpses lying in 
puddles of their own grue. 
m In the next scene, a man in 

ll a butcher’s apron slices 

31liicili lirHi open the throat of a hap- 
‘ less victim strapped to a 
workbench, before blow- 
ing his own brains out. This is followed by a scene 
in which the tormentor cuts out the tongue of the 
victim and takes a chainsaw to his leg. Then, ttie 
seeming antagonist slams a sledgehammer into 
the victim’s babymaker, and so it goes backwards 
until the tables are literarily turned. 

This well-crafted short film is a remarkable 
achievement considering the only previous expe- 


Starring Ron DeCaro, Turibia Fradoca 
and D. Whitney 

Written and directed by Ron DeCaro 
For the Better of Mankind Productions 


“You know, it’s a horrible fuck- 
ing world.” That single line of dia- 
logue succinctly sums up the 
uncompromisingly nihilistic and 
singularly fucked-up experience 
that is The Gateway Meat 
The deceptively thin 69-minute 
story, which is the conclusion to a 
series of shorts {dubbed the 
Brightside Trilogi/} that includes 
Eating Razors and The White Lie, concerns a fam- 
ily of Satanists who decide that time is nigh to 
open a portal to hell, after the assassination of 
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,H.REVIEWS by DAVE ALEXANDER. KEITH CARMAN, TOMB DRAGOMIR, 
. MA|(k R- HASAN AND TREVOR TUMINSKl 


BORIS RANDALL Rock 

Season of Death: The Last Halloween 

Pagan Club 

Bloodletting, witchcraft and gallows, oh my! 

While fans of Rue Morgue Radio know Boris 
Randall as the velvety voice behind our many 
theme songs, on Season of Death: The Ust Hal- 
loween, the graveyard crooner (who formerly fronted Hallowmas) goes 
solo with 23 ceremonial cuts of brooding, elemental rock a la Samhain 
and The Damned. Playing every instrument, from buzz-saw bass to 
creeped-over keys, and multi-tracking his inimitable gargled vocals, 
Randall conjures a world of weird witchery, magical rites and ass-kick- 
ing guitar solos. “Broken Wing" (a gut-wrenching ballad that soars over 
soft synths) and the two-minute ripper “Demon Spawned” highlight 
Season of Death's Pagan-inspired lust-letter to the notion of Hell upon 
Earth. Light up the Wicker Man and press piay. TD 


RESIDENT EVIL: Sounittrack 

EXTINCTION 

Charlie Clouser 

Lakeshore 

For his first Resident Evil tWck, Char- 
lie Clouser wisely built his lengthy 
score on the hard guitar and metal- 
lic sonics erected by Marilyn Man- 
son and Marco Beltrami. For this 
sequel he integrates his own riff on 
the duo’s sadistic child’s rhyme into 
a satisfying and cohesive narrative 
of percussive cuts, thrashing metal- 
lic rage and moody ambient pauses. 
It’s a good balance of action, sus- 
pense and quiet lamentation, but the 
real surprise is Clouser’s periodic, 
subtle evocations of a vintage John 
Carpenter/Alan Howarth score. The 
bass tones are long and soothing, 
the simple harmonics nail that fear- 
ful sense of being displaced from 
civilized behaviour, and Clouser’s 
grander musical scope depicts vary- 
ing levels of mortal threat, making 
Extinction a perfect B-level gore 
score. It eclipses his prior horror 
work and even transcends the 
increasing inanities of the Resident 
Ew/franchise. MRH ^^1:1/2 


THE GIRL NEXT DOOR Soundtrack 
Ryan Shore 

MovieScore Media 

It’s refreshing how Ryan Shore skill- 
fully avoids the musical cliches that 
could’ve turned The Girl Next Door 
into a generic sexploitation film 
score. Writing a shocking sting is 


easy, but crafting a score that 
addresses serious social themes 
within a dramatic thriller takes balls. 
There’s little melodic content here, 
and even when it’s exquisitely 
poignant, it's either underdeveloped 
- perfectly matching title character 
Meg’s short life - or struggles to rise 
above dense layers of benthic tones 
during the child abuse scenes. Cues 
such as "Torture” manage to trans- 
port the listener right into that nasty 
basement, and makes one feel like a 
shackled voyeur. Unlike Shore’s ten- 
der theme for “David and Meg,” his 
secondary material for stepmom 
Ruth is very lean and clean in the 
way he nails her as a dark presence 
lurking beneath an almost sterile 
fagade of manicured neatness. 
Available as a download, the score 
reaffirms Shore’s talent for tackling 
seriously tough material. MRH 


THE FRIGHT Punk 

Dacabre 

Contra Light 

Misfits (cough) “inspired” music 
courtesy of an unmemorable Ger- 
man trio dressed up in skull paint, 
black leather and spattered with 
blood? No, The Fright aren’t exact- 
ly taking home Miss Originality 
from this year’s Horror Punk 
Pageant. Ham-fistedly self-pro- 
duced (apparently over the course 
of a day), the vocals are strangled, 
the artwork’s cliched and despite 
being originals, every one of these 
songs has been done better by 
someone else somewhere before. 
The Fright might not be entirely 
without potential but on the photo- 
copy-of-a-photocopy-of-a-photo- 
copy that is Dacabre it’s buried 
pretty damn deep. TD DOA 


L'AmEimmORTELLE 


LAME IMMORTULE Goth 

Namenlos 

Trisol Music Group 
L’Ame Immortelle suffer from an 
identity crisis. When keyboardist/ 
vocalist Thomas Rainer’s at the 
helm, as on “1000 Voices” and 
“Reborn,” the Vienna duo sounds like 
Rammstein sweetened up for the 
dance floor. When Sonja Kraushofer 
takes centre stage, as on “Behind 
The Light” or “The Cleansing,” the 
band - whose moniker is French for 
“the immortal soul” - creeps dan- 
gerously close to bad Madonna terri- 
tory. Lyrically, they switch off 
between German and English, pierc- 
ing a similar melodramatic vein to 
Evanescence. Lines such as “I'll 
show you the world behind the 
lighfrl’ll take you there tonight’’ and 
other similarly moon-June-spoon 
acts of rhyming genius aren’t 


groundbreaking but benefit greatly 
from expressive orchestration and 
pulsing beats. Nine albums in, you’d 
figure a band would have found its 
sound. Then again, Namenlos is Ger- 
man for “nameless” so maybe 
there’s a self-aware allure in this 
musical schizophrenia that just gets 
lost in translation. TT M 


THE MOUNTAIN GOATS Rock 
Heretic Pride 

4AD/Beggars Group 
John Darnielle isn’t the first 
singer/songwriter to harness the 
power of a good horror reference in 
a non-genre context, but he may be 
the most captivating. The man 
behind The Mountain Goats has 
penned songs, such as “The Last 
Man on Earth,” “The House That 
Dripped Blood” and “Linda Blair was 
Bom Innocent,” which invoke the 
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starring Doug Sakmann, Lloyd KaLifman 

and Meghan Sanders 

Directed by Doug Sakmann 

Written by Nick Esposito and Doug Sakmaim 

Hald^Am An Evil Carrot " 

For the uninitiated, Punk Rock Holocaust was 
a goofy C-movie - It couldn’t muster tfie profes- 
sionalism to be considered a B-flick - filmed during The Vans Warped 
Tour a few-years back. The premise: a particularly bad band desper- 
ately wants to perform on- the tour. They’re given a shot but are 
ridiculed for their shoddy set. To-get revenge, the singer makes a pact 
with the Devil (Troma’s Lloyd Kaufrnan, who turns in a particularly 
standout performance) in order to kill off his competition and achieve 
fame. Samurai sword -in hand, the singer-slaughters bands and crew 
alike. Now known as “The Executioner,” he’s eventually beheaded and 
punk rock pleasantry returns. . ' ’ , ^ 

Punk Rock Holocaust 2 is set a year later; The Executioner is back, 
desperately searching for his head and leaving a trail of blood and 
sinew behind him in the process. He cuts a swath through fans, artists 
and backstage crew, while still occasionally dealing with Beliaf (again 
played by Kaufman). Heads are sliced, guts are diced... even eardrums 


The thing to keep in mind with Punk Rock Holocaust 2 is that you’re 
watching a group of musicians, not actors, with too much free time and 
no budget. The wanton splashing of KoolAid-ish blood and dollar-store 
Halloween body part props is almost embarrassing, yet somewhat 
expected; 

However, it’s what Sakmann does with these limited means that 
makes PRH2 a success: he not only amps up the kitsch factor, but 
seems to enjoy the downright goofiness he subjects the bands and 
audience to. Taking that into consideration, PRH2 becomes a relentless 
onslaught of hilarity, horrific acting and “deaths” that are both laudable 
and laughable. 

Fleshed out with performance footage from The Casualties, Bounc- 
ing Souls, Aquabats and more, as well as some equally amusing extras 
(the ketchup vs. mustard condiment race, for example), this thinly 
veiled vehicle for marketing The Vans Warped Tour is enjoyable for a 
viewing or two! 

Keith Carman 


pop culture dark side to varying 
metaphoric and atmospheric 
degrees. Given his gently urgent 
indie rock warble and irresistible 
acoustic guitar hooks, though, it’s a 
stretch to consider The Mountain 
Goats a “horror” band. Yet, there are 
more than a few oddball offspring 
on Heretic Pride to make us take 
notice. This time around, his poetic 
first-person narratives get inside 
the hysterical head of a man about 
to die at the stake (the strangely 
upbeat title track), a paranoid schiz- 
ophrenic terrified of something 
“from way out beyond the stars" 
(“Lovecraft in Brooklyn”) and an 
introspective stuntman preparing 
for a fiery scene in a Halloween f\\m 
(the unexpectedly transcendent 
“Michael Myers Resplendent”). 
Finally, some common ground with 
that cute indie record store clerk! 
DA 



CATASTROPHIC Meiai 

Pathology of Murder 

Napalm 

Originally formed in 1999 by Trevor 
Peres of Obituary and Keith Devito of 
Pyrexia, Catastrophic triumphantly 
return with a cataclysmic sopho- 
more effort in Pathology of Murder. 
Seemingly unscathed by the depar- 
ture of Peres, Catastrophic mach two 
is nothing new but, by very nature of 
the group’s highly respected metal 
lineage and dedication to the 
extreme end of the death spectrum, 
fucking impressive. Coming out 
swinging on the title track and find- 
ing a cool, almost bluesy trot in the 
half-time verses, the band shows 


that it’s really found the pocket in the 
material, demonstrating a poise on 
their instruments only war horses 
possess. Lead belter Devito is a one- 
trick pony on vocals, but as stand- 
outs “My Crucible” and “Enveloping 
Darkness” prove, they’ve got enough 
sucker punches in their kitbag of 
devastating blows to keep things 
interesting. Doused in hatred and 
delivered with conviction, this will 
not go down easy. TT * *1:1/2 



ISOIE Metal 

Bliss of Solitude 

Napalm 

You can’t really blame Isole for sport- 
ing a flair for the dramatic. The 
densely forested countryside and 
rolling hills native to their Swedish 
motherland are the ideal backdrop 
for choral chants and epic arrange- 
ments that stagger along like a dying 
mammoth. The plodding pace of 
these seven lengthy compositions 
definitely relay the full weight of the 
gut-rumbling bass and cavernous 
drums, but it’s all a little too over- 
the-top to be taken seriously. Con- 
sider “Imprisoned in Sorrow” and 
“Bliss of Solitude” - you just know 
singer Daniel Bryntse wrote the 
lyrics while quivering on the floor in 
the fetal position. The actual singing 
and classical guitar interludes break 
the monotony of the usual incoher- 
ent barking to which the genre is 
accustomed, but unless you’ve been 
desperately seeking music to 
accompany the regular slaying of 
Ray Harryhausen monsters, you’ll 
find Isole incredibly overwrought. TT 






LiMrofT Mi His Fill 


.ItaUSSKI 




■ % p;^- 

I . onesome Wyatt is doomed, just ask him. 

“My core is rotten," says the frontman for Madison, Wis- 
consin’s Those Poor Bastards. “I just look at the darkness as 
J more of a realistic view of the world.” 

Those Poor Bastards, along with a handful of similarly 
styled groups such as Sons of Perdition and The Old Scratch Revival 
Singers, has helped resurrect a slice of America long shovelled under - 
the country and blues music of the 1 920s and ’30s - albeit with a more 
. ’ sinister aesthetic. The band’s recently released fourth album, The 
Plague, finds Wyatt and his co-conspirator, known only as The Minister, 

• ' staging a hillbilly exorcism that would surely cause rabid coyotes to 
head for the hills. Grinding shavings of Nick Cave, Tom Waits, Johnny 
Cash and, strangely, Marilyn Manson into a potent pudding, the pair is a 
.. seminal act in an emerging genre that has been 
: called many things, including “gothic country,” 

“apocalyptic gospel" and “black folk.” Those 
Bastards like to call it “country doom.” 

“There’s always that struggle between good 
and evil,” says Wyatt. “The feeling that you 
know something is wrong but you don’t know 
what. I do sometimes wallow in the misery as 
• far as the songwriting goes but that’s just what 
•I’m interested in. There are enough people out 
there singing about beaches and sunshine. I 
just don’t have it in me.” 

What they do have in them is far from your 
. daddy’s country music. Inspired by songs of 
death, dread and murder sung long before the 
.music became the music industry. Those Poor 
Bastards are the antithesis of the “shiny, glossed-up turd” that main- 
stream radio has become. When all hell breaks loose on “Barn Burning,” 
It sounds like Wyatt (guitar, vocals) and The Minister (banjo, bass) set the 
blaze themselves from upon the backs of undead horses. And when 
-Wyatt proclaims, “I’m the Devil’s right-hand man. I’m the vengeful ham- 
- mer of God” (“Evil on My Mind”), the chant-heavy, distorted vocals and 
crackling, buzzy organs feel like a seance run amok, the lyrics spat off 
-^ parchrhent paper. Add the tromping beat, and there’s little doubt this 
boy’s got the fallen angel in him. 

During the Depression, people sang songs to heal themselves, to tell 
^fteir stories as catharsis and help millions escape from a reality that 


'* 

was both idrjely and hoi^ess. But you won’t find these minstrels any- 
where on Jhe diaMf^se days. So, where does a present-day poor bas- 
tard turn for welUfilling inspiration? 

“I get a lot of awful ideas from books,” Wyatt says. “People like William 
Faulkner (As / Lay Dying) and Cormac McCarthy (No Country for Old Men) 
are able to evoke that feeling of dread and confusion. I think McCarthy’s 
The Road inspired quite a bit of The Plague. That book captured very well 
what I imagine the end of our civilization will look like. So mankind’s 
inescapable doom is a huge inspiration,” he deadpans. “Otherwise, it’s 
mostly just the pitiful and humiliating experience of stumbling through 
each day that inspires me.” 

On “I Cannot Escape the Darkness,” Wyatt once again seems to revel 
in being hopelessly out of reach. Rather than fight it, he confesses: 

“Some have tried to lift me up but 1 only 
dragged them down with me." Despite the 
loneliness of the sentiment though, he insists 
he’s not alone. 

“I think it’s just the truth of it,” he explains.! 
“We’re fed so much bullshit about how. won- 
derful life is that we think something is wrong 
with us when we feel something other than 
happiness. It makes sense to be happy some- 
times, but it definitely shouldn’t be a perma- 
nent thing to strive for. Permanent happiness is 
just goddamn unnerving. It’s also reassuring to 
know that there’s someone out there worse off 
than you.” 

Having thrust his lyrical dagger into the shad- 
ows of his brain over the course of four albums, 
one can’t help but wonder how much bleakness the lonesome* one thinks 
the genre has left to offer. 

“It’ll go wherever our poor souls dare to take it,” he says. “Hopefully 
the mainstream will start moving away from the pop country sound. That 
shit has lasted way longer than any merciful God should allow.” 

And so Those Poor Bastards continue on an odyssey of sorts, raising 
hell and searching for new shades of emotional blackness to add to their 
palette. 

“I’m not sure- if there’s anything too dark for the songs,” Wyatt says.- 
“If there is, I haven’t found it yet. Don’t you worry though; I’m searching 




real hard.” 
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HIGHEST HATING IS THREE. GAMES REVIEWED BY ANDREW LEE 


HORRORCUX; 

NIGHTMARES AND FREDDY VS lASON 

Miniature RPG 

Wizkids Inc. 

Garden gnomes clutching bloody shears, a giant 
purple dinosaur wielding a chainsaw, slobbering zom- 
bie reindeer, Sasquatch and a 50-foot-tall ex-girl- 
friend out for revenge: these are just a few of the 60 
scary new figures set to swell the ranks of the popular HorrorClix gaming line. 

For those unfamiliar with HorrorClix. it's a collectible miniature game where 
players put together teams of monsters in scenario-based action to battle each 
other while either protecting or eating innocent victims. Each of Nightmares pre- 
painted figures comes on a unique "combat dial" base which lists each creature's 
powers and abilities. Character cards detail their histories and gruesome capabil- 
ities; for example, the Zombie Chambermaid can use her deadly duster to pene- 
trate flesh, while the Demon Bunny’s demonic fur protects it against most attacks. 

Each new Nightmares set includes five exclusive figures, five monster cards, 
one plot twist card and one victim or minion token. Figures are meticulously hand- 
painted to emphasize details such as burning red eyes, sharp white teeth and 
slimy green scales. 

For those with a taste for classic slashers, the Freddy l/s Jason set is a. ahem, 
killer addition to the series and features five different figures of Freddy Krueger 
and Jason Voorhees as well as an open grave and Freddy's furnace. The usual vic- 
tim tokens and plot twist cards are also included, but what will really raise play- 
ers' proverbial machetes are the gaming maps which detail Freddy's boiler room 
and Camp Crystal Lake. 

Finally, that dream battle of Freddy vs. Jason vs. Sasquatch lives! 
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RPG Expai^on Set 

TitanicGames 

It's been over a decade since a unique 
and highly enjoyable murder-mystery 
game called Kill Doctor Lucky had players 
stalking an annoying old man in his man- 
sion, aiming to end his miserable life with- 
out any witnesses. Although fans have been creating their own unique 
scenarios for the game for years, apparently somebody at Titanic Games 
decided it was time to update it and issue an expansion pack. 

Meant to be used with the original game, the expansion includes a 
wooden doggie token and three new scenarios which detail how Sham- 
rock, Doctor Lucky's companion, accompanies him throughout the man- 
sion, thwarting any murder attempts on his master. 

This welcome addition to an already great game means that players 
who want to murder Or. Lucky might just have to add canine-icide to 
their list of crimes by snuffing out that'damn mutt. 



Pia^ation 3, Xbox 360 
D3--- - , . 

Being the CIA’s best super-soldier isn’t all 
it’s cracked up to be when you're sent to track 
down a madman with a horrific weapon that 
mutates its victims into biomechanical killing 
machines. That’s not ail, though - your char- 
acter is infected too and sprouts an oversized, 
triple-biaded weapon called a glaive from one 
of his arms, which spins around, chopping up 
bad guys into little twitchy bits (think Blade). 

Dark Sectorvias supposed to be a flagship game for the Xbox 360 and 
PS3 but was lost in development hell for the last four years. It probably 
should have stayed there a while longer because even biough slicing and 
dicing hordes of zombies and acid-spitting mutants is fun, its graphics, 
sound effects and enemies are far too much like RE:4 and Gears of War. 
meaning that it quickly devolves into another run of the mill shooter - 
meat-grinder arm-weapon notwithstanding. 
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f careful what you wish for. 

xx-^'-y Throughout the years this adage has become a springboard for a 
variety of noveis, short stories and films. In 1902, however, one short story took 
the idea to a new levei which, more than a century after its pubiication, continues 
to present readers with a harrowing morality tale of human suffering. 

“The Monkey’s Paw" opened a new chapter in the history of horror and intro- 
duced readers to a Faustian story upon which everyone could, on some level, 
relate. Interestingly, though, writer W.W. (William Wymark) Jacobs was not known 
for being a genre author when he penned the tale. After publishing his first 
(humorous) story in 1 885 when he was just 22, the author became popular for his 
tales about life on tiie British wharves. 

In 1902, Jacobs released a collection of short stories called The Lady of the 
Barge, and included within was a 3400-word tale about a mummified monkey’s 
paw that would grant three different men three wishes each. This talisman is 
given to a family by an old friend who visits them one night to share tales of trav- 
el, war and magic. The man gives little insight to the paw’s origins but, rather, tries 
to destroy it by ttirowing it into the fireplace, only to have the family patriarch res- 
cue it from the flames and decide to keep it. 

After the traveller departs, the father makes his first wish; money, specifically 
two hundred pounds. Nothing happens immediately and the family retires to bed 
for the night. The next day the wish is granted with a grisly twist: their son is killed 
at work and his employer provides the grieving couple with two hundred pounds 
for their loss. 

The talisman is forgotten on the fireplace’s mantle until ten days later, when the 
mother remembers the magical appendage and presses her husband, despite his 
hesitancy, to wish tiieir son back. The wish is made, and again there is no imme- 
diate response. Hours later, a knock at the door signals their son’s return home - 
from the grave! The mother, believing that whatever is on the doorstep is still her 
son, tries to open the locked door as the father frantically searches for the mon- 
key’s paw and - though the reader is never told what he wishes for - rights the 
wrongs. Jacobs doesn’t reveal what’s on the other side of the door, but earlier in 
the story indicates that the son was mutilated in the accident. 

After writing “The Monkey’s Paw,’’ the author returned to horror frequently with 
short stories such as “The Toll-House,’’ “The Three Sisters” and “The Well.” but he 


remains best known for “The Monkey’s Paw” - his first foray into 
the genre - which was produced as a one-act play as early as 
1907. Numerous film adaptations (particularly during the silent 
era) followed. Jacobs continued writing through to the 1920s, 
though his output slowed considerably. By the 1930s he had all 
but stopped penning original fiction and focused instead on con- 
verting material into plays for the stage, before passing away in 
September of 1943. 

Jacobs’ influence, however, has carried on. In 1970, critically 
acclaimed horror scribe Richard Matheson (/ Am Legend, Hell 
House) used a plot similar to "The Monkey’s Paw” in his tale 
“Button, Button,” about a family presented with a box which 
grants three wishes when a button on the innocent-looking 
device is pressed. Richard (Donnie Darko) Kelly’s upcoming film 
The Box takes a similar but slightly different approach to this 
concept. In it, a suburban couple is given a box for a 24-hour 
period that will grant them $1 million every time they push the 
button on it. 

Jacob's story also helped shape Bob Clark’s unusual political 
zombie film Deathdream (1 974), about a young man who returns 
from the Vietnam War not quite as his family remembers him, 
and Stephen King’s PetSematary, wherein a loving father brings 
his infant son back from the dead with horrible consequences. 
Furthermore, episodes of The Twilight Zone, The X-Files and 
Buffy the Vampire Slayer have made use of the plot device, and 
it was even spoofed in one of The Simpsons' “Treehouse of Hor- 
rors” Halloween shows. 

In 2005, Ghost House Pictures announced its pians to turn 
Jacobs’ tale into a horror movie geared towards a younger audi- 
ence. based on a pitch by writers Dave Kajganich (IThe Invasion) 
and Tom McAlister (White Like Me). That audience, should the 
movie be made, may already be familiar with the story, consid- 
ering “The Monkey’s Paw” remains in print and is included in the 
curriculum at many high schools. (It can also be read online at 
h ttp; //gaslight. mtroyal.ab.ca/mnk yspaw.htm.) 

Though the titular talisman may be old and withered, Jacobs’ 
tale remains fresh and vibrant over a century after it was con- 
ceived. 

W. Brice McVicar 



The Monkey's Paw: The definitive be-careful-what-you-wish-for story. 
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